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No.l. 

Hia^RY  Edward  Warner. 


The  Sandman. 


S.  B.  Stambaugh. 


The  sandman  comes  when  the  day  is  done,  And  the  shadows  creep  where  the  babe  must  sleep; 
He  is  short  and  stout  and  tall  and  thin,  And  he  car-  ries  a  sack  on  his  bi§  broad  back: 
The  sandman  o- pens  his  great  big  sack,  And  he  dips  his  hand  in  his  sil-v'ry  sand, 
0     sandman,  sandman,  what  have  you  done  With  your  ea-ger  hand-ful  of  sleeping  sand  ? 


He      rides  the  waves  from  the  golden  sun.  Galloping,  galloping,    galloping    on, 

No       lock  so  strong    he    can't  break  in.  Si  -  lently,  si-lently  creep  -  ing  thro', 

And  his  eyes  go    pop,  and  his  lips  go  smack.  Suddenly  springing  his  great    surprise, 

Make  haste,  for  yon-  der  the  ris-  ing   sun    Will  gallop  you,  gallop  you,  gallop  you  on — 
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Chorus. 
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And  he  hurries  back  home  at  the  break  of  dawn. 
Just  to  laugh  in  the  beau  -  ti  -  ful  eyes    of  you. 
There's  a  handful  of  sand    in   the   ba-by'seyes. 
And  you'd  better  be  home  at  the  break  of  dawn. 


r^ 


Sandman,  sandman,come    near, 
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Sleep  you  bring  to   ba  -  by  dear,   Just  a  smile  for  wee    one.  Then  is  sandman  gone. 
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.  Girls  and  Ladies 


Brother  James.— Round. 

(  Arranged  from  the  Swiss. ) 
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3. 
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Are  you  sleeping,  are  you  sleeping,  Brother  James,  Brother  James  ?  Morning  bells  are 

4 .  Hold  ad  lib. 
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CZJt 
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ring  -  ing,  morning  bells  are  ring-  ing.  Ding  Dong  Ding,    Ding  Dong  Ding 


Dong. 


*  This  should  be  sung  as  a  four-part  round.  It  is  suggested  that  this  round  be  sung  through  four  times  and 
all  sing  the  chord  of  F  at  close,  the  different  voices  of  the  round  singing  Ding  Dong  Ding  until  the  last  voice  has 
finished  its  singing  when  it  joins  in  the  final  chord  softly. 


No.  3. 


I  Salute  Thee,  Old  Glory. 


C.  A.  M. 


C.  Austin  Mii.es. 
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f^N4j=j=feaE^Ei^i  j  j  i  ^  J  ^^ 


1.  Thy  white  stars  laid    in    heaven's  blue     Are  fixed    as    the  stars  on    high,         And 

2.  Thy  white  stripes  speak  for  lib  -  er  -  ty,      Thy  red    of   the  martyrs'  blood,        Of 

3.  No      ty  -  rant  foe    nor      al  -  ien  hand    Shall  tread  in  the  dust  thy  folds.        Nor 
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Chorus. 
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stripe  and  star  As  last-  ing  are  As  plan  -  ets  in  the  sky. 
those  who  gave  Their  lives  to  save  Our  land  from  tyrant's  rod. 
friend  nor  foe  Can  lay  thee  low  Whom  freedom's  God  upholds. 


I     sa  -  lute  thee.  Old 
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Grlo -ry,  Here's  my  heart  and  hand  to    you,    And    to  your  gleaming  col-ors      I 
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promise    to      be    true;      I      sa  -  lute  thee,  Old  Glo  -  ry.  And  my  hat    is    off     to 
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you;      I    love  each  stripe  and     sa  -  cred  star 


the    red,      white       and  blue. 
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Elsie  Duncan  Yale. 


Hunting  Song. 


C.  Austin  Miles. 


1.  O  hark!  O  hark !  The  hunters 'horns  are  sounding,  Silver  ech-o  floats,  O  hark!   O 

2.  O  hark!  O  hark !  The  breeze  of  dawn  is  blowing,  Haste  O  huntsmen  all,  O  hark!  O 

3.  O  hark!  O  harklThenlingernot  but  haste  ye,  Mount  and  speed  away,  O  hark!  O 
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Chorus. 


hark ! 'Neath  morning  skies  O  list  their  notes. "] 
harii !  While  clearly  rings  the  clarion  call.  \  Overthe  hills  we  ride  while  skies  areglowing,Breezes 
hark !  To  f  oresthaste  e'er  dawn  of  day.  J  Male  voices. 
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bio  w-ing,  streams  are  flowing,  Over  the  fields  where  fairest  flow'rs  are  growing  And  our 
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Soprano  &  Alto. 


joyous  hearts  are  blithe  and  gay.  Then    ride,        thro' glen  and    glade.      Thro' syl-van 
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shade,  e'er  dawn  shall  fade.  While  sounds  the  call  ye  huntsmen  all  Then  haste  away. 

While  sounds  away,  a- way. 
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Elsie  Duncan  Yale. 
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The  Oriole. 


J.  Lincoln  Hall. 


1.  The    O  -  ri  -  ole  sings  in  her  swinging  nest,  Far    up   in   the  elm's  leafy     bough, 

2.  The    0  -  ri  -  ole  sings  in  the  swaying  branch,  Now  rock'  d  in  the  breezes  so     Hght, 

3.  The    0  -  ri  -  ole  sings,  and  her  silv'ry  song   Floats  down  from  the  treetops  so  tall, 


Ix    u*  u*  .     .  .     .     ' 

'Neath  skies  that  are  clear, Her  carol  we  hear,  A  welcome  to  springtide,  to  springtide  now. 
In    gold  she  is  drest,  She  swings  in  her  nest,  A  sunbeam  she  seems  in  her  garb  so  bright. 
She  welcomes  the  flow'  rs.  Fair  April' s  glad  hours.  The  moments  when  glory  of  springtide  falls. 
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Chorus. 
Sop.  and  Alto,  or  Unison. 


Four  Parts. 


^  hop.  AND  ALTO,  OR  UNISON.  I  |>  | ^     IN 


Wei  -  come,      wel  -  come,      blithely  thy  car  -  ols      ring, 


Hear  we  thy  voice,  that 


'I 
Two  Parts. 
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bids  us    re-joice, 

%d      m      S      S 
Her- aid    of   joy 

-  ous    spring!      Wel  -  come,      wel  -  come. 
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|^>        Four  Parts. 
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singing  of  sun-  lit  hours,     Welcome  to  days  of  gladness.  Welcome  to  birds  and  flow'rs! 
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Elsie  Duncan  Yale. 
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Gllding  On. 

(Boat  Song.)  . 


C.  Harold  Lowden. 
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1.  Griid- ing  on,     glid-ing  on,      A-  down  the  rippling     riv-er,       Lil  -   ies  gleam 

2.  Glid-ing  on,     glid-ing  on,     '  Mid  fern-fring'd  banks  we' re  floating;  Rest  the  oar, 

3.  Glid- ing  on,     glid-ing  on.      Where  daisied  fields  are  gleaming;     Meadows  bright, 


;%fi=S=»=f: 


^§ 
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t^PPP^EJ^^ 


Chorus.  All  in  unison. 


o'er    the  stream.  While  bird-songs  sweetly      ring, 
row     no    more,     The    tide  shall  bear    ns       on. 
fiU'd  with  light.     Our    eag  -  er  eyes  shall  greet 
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Willows  fair    are    bending 
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Parts. 
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Where  our  way  we're  wending,       Onward  still    we   turn  our  prow,  Drifting  'neath  the 
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Unison,  a  <em»o. 
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droop  -  ing     bough, 
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Birds   are  blithe  -  ly 
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call  -  ing;    Down  the  stream, 'neath  gold  -  en  gleam.  We're  glid  -  ing 
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We  Plant  Our  Tree. 

(Arbor  Day  Song.) 


^ 


J.  Lincoln  PTall. 
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1.  'Mid  springtime  flow' rs  in      gold  -  en  hours,  With  songs    of    joy  -   ous    glee, 

2.  The  sun     and  dew,    and    show-  ers    too,      Their  con  -  stant  care      be  -  stow, 

3.  0      may       it  spread  its    boughs  o'erhead.    With  bud  -  ding    branches     blest, 

^^— r  -r-   -r. 
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We     break    the    sod     our     feet  have  trod.   As 
With  leaves    arrayed,   with  wealth  of  shade.  0 
In      storms    or  calms    its     might -y    arms    Shall 

now 
may 
give 

t^     ^ ^ 

we  plant    our 
it      dai  -  ly 
a      shelf  ring 
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tree, 
grow, 
rest. 
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Chorus. 
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Hail,      Ar  -  bor     Day,     springtime    skies    shine    so    bright;      Come     we     with 


^m 


fm^ 


I 


:l2^: 


■m- '     -^-      -^-  tii- 


:f=tf5: 


tJ3-  •     T^-  •     t?*-      1^  1  "-^g   III/  I 

glad  -  ness,  come  we     with     songs    of    glee;    Hail,     Ar  -  bor  Day,    when   with 
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hearts    glad    and    light. 

Come     we 

with  glad  -  ness,    plant  we      our 
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[^    1 — v {.   -,^  — t — 

tree! 
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Elsie  Duncan  Yale. 


Hail  Freedom's  Flag! 

(Introducing  part  of  "Handel'i  Larjro.") 


J.  Lincoln  Hall. 
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1.  Hail  freedom's  flag !  How  bright  thy  stars,  Fling  to  the  breeze  thy  crim-son  bars, 

2.  Hail  freedom's  flag,  our    fa-thers  gave  Life    to    the  land  where  thou  dost  wave, 

3.  Hail  freedom's  flag,  from  east  to   west.  Hearts  shall  rejoice  by  thee  now  blest 
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Far  o'er  the  land  thy  folds  shall  shine,  Em-blem  of  right,  and  vict'ry's  sign. 
Pa-  triots  for  these  shall  breathe  their  pray 'r,  Ban  -  ner  of  light,  our  stand-ard  fair. 
Steadfast   we  stand    u  -  nit  -  ed      all,      E'er  will  we  heed   our  country's  call. 


»):.     g- 


\ as \ la 1 i ha « 1 
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Soprano  and  Alto. 
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Stand-ard  thou  art  of  un-ion's  might,  Bonds  shall  our  hearts  u  -  nite, 
Fling  to  the  breeze 'neath  southland  sky,  Far  o'er  the  north-land  fly, 
Thee  would  we  yield     al  -  le-giance  true.  Pledge  to     thy  cause   re  -   new, 


S3 
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All  Voices  in  Parts. 
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Flag    of     the  free,      loy  -  al      to    thee.  Would  we     for  -  ev  -   er 
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Chorus.  Principal  (heme  of  ** Handel's  Largo.'' 
Voices  in  Parts. 
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Hail, 


Stan-  dard    of 


hail     thee 
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the  free, 

the    free. 
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Hall  Freedom's  Flag.-Concluded. 
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Loy  -  al 


r 

are 


we,  Hail  thee,  hail  thee, 

are     we,  thee,    we      hail  thee,   we    hail  thee,    we    hail   thee.  And 
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Firm  would  we    ev    er  stand,  *  *God  and  home,  and  native  land' '  E'er  our  song  shall  be. 
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How  Can  1  Leave  Thee. 
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i\  i   I  o  \  o    ;    J  lEg 
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1.  How    can 

2.  Blue      is 

3.  Would  I 


^ 


leave   thee!  How  can      I     from  thee  part!  Thou    on   -  ly 
flow  -  'ret     Called  the  *  Tor-get  -  me  -not,"  Wear   it       up  - 
bird     were!  Soon    at     thy   side     to      be,     Fal  -  con     nor 


ir4-i^ 


H5>- 


1 \ 


PT 


i 


U-^ V 


m 


i 


-^ 


^¥=^ 


-st- 


hast  my  heart,  Sis  -  ter,    be-  lieve.      Thou  hast  this  soul  of  mine.  So   close  -  ly 
on      thy  heart.  And  think  of    me!       Flow-'ret   and  hope  may  die,    Yet  love  with 
hawk  would  fear,  Speeding  to   thee.      When  by    the  fow-ler  slain,   I         at     thy 
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bound  to  thine.  No  oth  -  er  can  I  love.  Save  thee 
us  shall  stay,  That  can  -  not  pass  a  -  way,  Sis  -  ter, 
feet  should  lie.     Thou    sad   -   ly  shouldst  com-plain,    Joy  -  ful 


a  -  lone! 
be  -  lieve. 
I'd      die! 
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No.  10.     Whence  Come  Ye,  Roving  Swallows. 


(A  Question  and  Answer  Song  for  male  and  female  voices.) 


I 


Catherine  Bright. 

Soprano  tfe  Alto. 


M 


■J — I 


J.  Lincoln  Hall. 

J.,J.  J.  J.  J. 
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1.  Whence  come  ye,  ro  v-  ing  swallows,  On  swift  and  joy-ous  wing?  From  southland  fair  we 

2.  Whence  come  ye,  gladsome  bluebirds,  On  azure  wing  so  bright?jb>oni  southland  bow 'rs  from 

3.  Whence  come  ye,  budsand  blossoms  Which  deck  each  gladeandglenPThespringtide'svoice  bade 

Male  voices. 
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Soprano  &  Alto. 
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haste  to  bear  oiir  song  of  spring.  And  wherefore  did  ye  leave  us,  When  far  away  ye  sped? 

fragrant  flow' rs.  Where  skies  are  bright,  And  who  has  called  youhither,To  bringusjoyandcheer? 

all  rejoice,  And  wake  again.  What  message  have  ye  brought  us,  O  fair  and  fragrant  flow'rs? 
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Chorus. 
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The  days  we  fear,  so  dark  and  drear  When  flow'rs  are  dead.    \ 

The  watid'ring  breeze  'mid  blossomed  trees  Says  "Spring  is  here."  VTheskiesof  springareglowing,The 
We  bid  you  greet  earth's  dawn  so  sweet  These  golden  hours.  ' 

Mtih'.  voices. 
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*  Two  par^s. 
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brooks  mifotte  red  flowing,  "Wliileblossoinsbright  are  growing,  And  hearts  are  glad.  The  skies  of  springare 
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glowing,  Thebrooksunf  etteredflowing,  Whileblossomsbrightaregrowing,  And  heartsareglad. 
br**         «:  ^  S^        .€^M^        ^  ^  ^       .t^  ^  ^  :^  ^  • 
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*  The  lower  note  is  the  melody,  and  is  to  be  sunj?  by  the  school.    The  upper  note  (small)  may  be  played,  suns: 
by  a  few  selected  voices  or  sung  by  the  girls.    In  the  latter  case,  the  melody  is  sung  by  the  boys. 
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No.  It. 


Elsie  Duncan  Yale. 


Maids  of  Long  Ago. 


J: 


Adam  Geibel. 


^=qv:^ 
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iFr^^E*=* 


.^ — I 


1.  Treading   to    a  blithe  and  tuneful  measure,  Tripping  ev  -  er    lightly    to    and    fro, 

2.  Bending   with  a  court' sey  grave  and  stately,    Turning   to  the  partners,  bowing  low, 

3.  Tripping  where  the  fragrant  flow'  rs  are  springing,  Dancing  where  the  May  time  breezes  blow, 


it4=tiz=t^z=tz=;;£ 


:^=^: 
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U"     I 
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Fac-  es  are  a-  glow  with  smiles  of  pleasure,  Dainty  lit  -  tie  maids  of  long  a  -  go. 
Dancing  with  a  winsome  grace,  se  -  dately.  Dainty  lit  -  tie  maids  of  long  a  -  go. 
O'er  the  happy  fields  your  songs  are  ringing,     Dainty  lit  -  tie  maids  of  long    a  -  go. 


:fe=t2=tz=:tz=^ 
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Chorus.  Female  Voices. 
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Thro'  the  silent  years  the  notes  are    falling.       Echoes  still  the  mu-  sic  sweet  and  low, 

•L , , PL m. m.. 
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Still  the  quaint  gavotte  is  gen  -  tly    calling,      Dainty  lit  -  tie  maids  of  long    a-  go; 
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Still  the  quaint  gavotte  is  gen -tly    calling,      Dainty    lit-  tie  maids  of  long  a  -  go. 


s  ^  ^ 
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No.  12. 


Coasting  Song. 


Elsie  Duncan  YAiiE. 


C.  Austin  Miles. 


-^ — « « m- 


1*=^ 


^^ 


1.  Fields  are  fill' d  with  snowdrifts  white,  Rintring  clear,  bells  we  hear,    Skies  are  blue  and 

2.  "Clearthetrack,"0  hear  our  call!      Swift  we  go    o'er  the  snow,  Come  with  sleds,  0 

3.  Frost  -  y      air      is  crisp  and  keen.    Ice  king  reigns  o'er  the  plains.  Hills  and  vales  in 
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hearts  are  light,  Wel-come  win  -  try  days! 
playmates  all,  Wel-come  win  -  try  days! 
white  are  seen,     Wel-come    win  -  try    days! 


:i=i: 
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Trees  are  gemm'd  with  jew-els  fair, 
Down  the  hill  we  gai  -  ly  glide, 
List    our  shouts  of   joy-ous  glee 
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Ice-bound  stream  bright  doth  gleam.  Winter  reigning  ev' ry  where.  Welcome  wintry  days ! 
Coast  is  clear,  naught  we  fear,  Shouts  shall  ring  on  ev-'ry  side,  Welcome  wintry  days! 
Far    and  near    ech  -  o  clear.  None  so  gay  and  blithe  as  we,      Welcome  wintry  days! 
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Chorus. 
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Then  haste  a   -   way! Then  haste  a   -    way! We'll  swiftly 

Then  haste  a  -  way  !  Then  haste  a  -  way ! 


g; 
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^f^ 


-^— ^— te^- 
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-5] ^- 
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slide, We'll  gai -ly    glide, For  skies  are    bright,    .... 

We'll  swiftly  slide,  We'll  gai  -  ly  glide,  For  skies  are  bright, 


JtL (P_ »_ ft- 
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Coasting  Song— Concluded. 
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And  hearts  are  light, We'll  gladly,  glad- ly  welcome  win  -  try  days. 

And  hearts  are  light,  glad  days. 
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No.  13. 

Elsie  Duncan  Yale. 


Aeroplane  Song. 


Cllnton  D.  Lowden. 


-75^ 


1.  O'er  the  clouds  our    ae  -  roplane  is  winging,  We  are  fly  -  ing,     we    are  fly  -  ing; 

2.  Swift  we  sweep  o'er  mountain  and  o'er  meadow,  We  are  fly  -  ing,     we    are   fly  -  ing; 

3.  Outstretch'd  planes  as  pinions  now  are  bending,  We  are  fly  -  ing,     we    are  fly  -  ing; 


Fkr     to    earth  our     hap  -  py  shouts  are  ringing.      We    are    soar  -  ing  high. 

Sail    we      on      in       sunlight    or      in    shadows,     We    are    soar  -  ing  high. 

Loft  -  y  heights  we're  fear-  less  -  ly      as  -  cending,      We     are    soar  -  ing  high. 
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Chorus. 


^|=^=^=j- 
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|ji=T^^^=lEEJE§ 


■— 1 <S- 


I  On,     ev  -  er      onward,    still  our  course  we  steer; 
I  Sail,  sail  with  gladness, 'neath  a  cloudless  {Omit. 

-G>-    -m--  -»■-     ^      ^      -    -^-  l:]p    -j*--    -^- ' 


On,    ev  -  er    onward,  hearts  can 


:^ 


r^- 


^ 


^m^^^^ 


-(2. 


-rt 


It: 


S: 


:t=t: 


■^ 


know  no  fear: 


:^i 


'-^-L-i 


-z;!- 


i 


sky,  With  ship  of  air  the  heights  we'll  dare.  We  soar  on  high! 
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no  fear; 
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No.  14. 


Rowing,  Not  Drifting. 


Elsie  Duncan  Yale.  (A  Question  and  Answer  Song.) 

Sop.  and  Alto.  Question. 


J.  Lincoln  Hall. 


1.  While  the  stream  of  life     is 

2.  While  the  stream  of  life     is 

3.  While  the  stream  of  life     is 


flow  -  ing, 
flow  -  ing, 
flow  -  ing, 


Shall  we    ev  -  er    dreaming  glide  ? 
Shall  we    rest    on     ling' ring  oar? 
Shall  we   wait  where  lil  -  ies  float  ? 


gjlES 
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Sop.  and  Alto.  Question. 
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■6^- 
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Si'dz 


'Neath  the  skies  that  glow  let  us  bravely  row,  Tho'  against    the  tide.     On  the  riv  -  er 

With      a  courage  strong  let  us  toil  a- long,  Un  -  to  wisdom's  shore,    Tho' the  tide  be 

'Gainst  the  current's  wave  with  an  eflbrt  brave,  Let  us  guide  our  boat.      Shall  reward  then 
Male  Voices.  Answer. 
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-mS_^      W 
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gen-tly  rippling.    Shall  we  drift 'neath  bending  trees?  With  an  earnest  will  let    us 
swift-ly  sweeping,  Do     we  need  its  force  to  fear?      Ev  - 'ry    eifort    true  shall  our 
crown  en-  deavor,     Tho'  our  progress  be  but  slow  ?      With  a  steadfast  soul  we  shall 

Male  Voices.  Answer. 

^-jr-^—m- 

— 1 — 9—m—^ 

— i— »■ — m — m- — 

-*-h-r-,    -^-hi — r— r— t?—  >-\ 

y^y 

m      \       1 

'm             [       1 

■i         ^    ^ 

F— 1— F-^ :\ 

\      ^             \ 

•      1       1       1 

*     1        11 

*  TwO-ParT  Chorus.    (May  be  used  as  four  parts  by  Alto 
sinj;ing  small  notes  an  octave  lower.) 


la  -   bor  still.  Not  at    i  -    die    ease.  ) 

strength  renew,  Clouded  skies  or    clear.  >  While  the  stream  of  life  is    flowing,    Let    us 

reach  our  goal.  Do  not  drift  but  row!  J 


-f^- 


fe^kt?: 
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ev  -  er    onward  go;  Tho'  the  tide  may  sweep, still  our  course  we  keep, Do  not  drift  but  rowl 


pdZz4:=t=ti=C=El?zzz:r±5iE! 
-^— ^— ,»— f— ^-F — fe»— ^-R 
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*  The  lower  note  is  the  melody,  and  is  to  be  sung  by  the  school.     The  upper  note  (small)  may  be  played,  sung  by  a 
few  selected  voices  or  sung  by  the  girls.     In  the  latter  case,  the  melody  is  sung  by  the  boys. 
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J.  W.  Y. 

:i: 


Stt 


a3:Ed?:s- 


T"r*T 


Pennsylvania. 

-N 


J.  W.  YODEB. 


1.  Pennsylvania    for-ev  -  er.    Wonderful  Keystone  State;  Beau-ti-ful  all  and  glorious, 

2.  Pennsylvania, my  home-land, Sturdy  thy  sons  of   old;       Valley  Forge  tells  the  struggle, 

3.  Pennsylvania,    be-  lov  -  ed,   Fa  -  ther  of  Hb  -  er  -  ty;        Keep  thou  in  sacred  nearness, 


I 1 — s=>* 1-' — I 1 • — I— 1 1 


^  ^  ^ 


.^-^-^-^. 


None  of  thee  des  -  o  -  late.    Verdure  clad  hills  and  mountains, Rich  with  a  -  bun  -  dant 
Fighting  'gainst  hunger  and  cold.  Gettysburg  cries  to  the  millions.  Freedom  from  bond-  age 
Keep  us  in      u  -  ni  -  ty.      Guide  us  in  truth  and  protect  us,  Teach  us  for-  ev-er     to 

-  — -  C^^  -----         -^  f*  ^  ^-*-'^ 
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Chorus. 
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store,  Heavenward  lift  their  anthems, Praising  thee  ev-er  -  more 
sore,  Dear-er  is  Phil-  a  -  del-  phia.  Brotherly  Love  of  yore 
be       Loy-al    to  Pennsyl-va  -  nia.   State  of  the  valiant  free 


•1 


Penn-syl  -  va  -  nia, 
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dear  and    grand,  Penn  -  syl  -  va  -  nia,  our  own    land;     Endless  praise  we  give  to  thee, 
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Service,  val-or,  and  loy-al -ty,  Freedom's  flag  and  the  right  for  Pennsylva  -  ni  -  a. 
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No.  16. 

Hattee  C.  Sheffer. 

With  spirit.   Unison. 


Work  and  Sing. 


Adam  Geibel. 
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1.  Ya  -  cation's  past  with   all     its   joys;        And  now  to  work,  ye    mer-ry   boys; 

2.  Then  to  your  books,  ye  mer-ry  band;       And  may  you  ev  -  er    bold  -  ly  stand 

3.  It's  right  to  work,  and  work  is    right.        Our  minds  must  work  from  morn  till  night; 
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Ye  girls  and  boys,  to  work,  ha,  ha,  While  gay -ly  sing-ing,  tra,  la,  la. 
For  all  that's  right,  and  work,  ha,  ha,  While  gay -ly  sing-ing,  tra,  la,  la. 
Work  rightly  done    is     life,  ha,    ha.        While  gay -ly   sing-ing,  tra,    la,     la, 
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Refrain.  *  Two -Parts. 


t--%-^=:^ 


JH^ 


j=j 


EB^^d 


ffff 


-^— *- 


t-r-B 


We'll     go         to  work,  with    might  and  main. 
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Till      summer  brings  sweet  rest    a -gain;  And      e-   ven  then,  we' 11  work,  ha,    ha, 
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While    gay  -   ly  sing-ing. 

tra,     la, 

r %- 
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la,    While  sing  -  ing,          tra,     la,     la. 
jm..      .^.       ^^ 
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*  The  lower  notes  are  the  melody,  and  may  be  sung  by  Male  Voices.      The  upper  notes  may  be  sung  by  selected  voices 
or  Female  Voices. 
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H.  L. 


Sail  On. 


IIaldor  Lillenas. 
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1.  Sail      on,      sail      on,        o  -  ver  the  o  -  cean  wide     Our  boat  doth  swiftly    glide, 

2.  Sail      on,      sail      on,        o  -  ver  the  o  -  cean  deep,    Now  climbing   billows   steep, 

3.  Sail      on,      sail      on,     soon  we  shall  be    at    home.    We  glide  o'er  crest  and  comb, 
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The  storms  we  shall  out  -  ride;  Sail     on,  sail  on,  o  -  ver  the  deep  blue  tide 

Now  thro'  the  white  caps  leap;  Sail      on,  sail  on,  speedi  -  ly    on     we     go. 

Soon  we    no  more  shall  roam;  Sail      on,  sail  on,  in  -  to  the  port  of    peace, 


^iJ-hJ^ 


P    P     P 


I 


i 


f 


\ 


f 


rr-'^T-'u^f-^^ 


f  i\\  ^Ai^i=UIi\i  lU^\r^ 


ling,  th< 


The  waves  are  lashing,  the  breakers  dashing.  Our  boat  is  trust  -  y  and  tried. 
Our  helm  is  stead-  y,  our  hands  are  read-  y.  And  fear  we  nev  -  er  can  know. 
Where  sunbeams  glimmer  and  wavelets  shimmer.  And  roll  -  ing  breakers  shall  cease. 


^ 


^ 


^^ 


-f-  p 


^^ 


^ 


^ 


£ 


Chorus 


]^     t?     k*     '^^\ 


Ti-   I  J:    J 


^ 


^ 


■^^ 


rJ^UKtiX 


:^ntt 


^j^-p- 


Sail    on,        sail     on,      swift  as  the  wind  we      fly; 


Sail      on,        sail      on, 


m 


#^w 


^..^J 


e 


£ 


■  .^w^Xi; 


^ 


^s 


i 


i 


£ 


f 


^    ¥  ^ 


we  ny 


i--^ 


j:li^;;j  J1 J 


^ 


SI 


^ 


under  the  stormy    sky; 

the  sky: 


rrrr- 


I 

Sail         on,      sail         on,     under  the  stormy  sky. 
Swiftly  we  fly,      under  the  sky, 


i^f^m'^m^p^^^m 


^mt 


v^ 


1— t?- 

Copyright,  MCMXII,  by  Hall-Mack  Co.    International  Copyright  Secured. 


No.  18. 


Whispering  Hope. 


Alice  Hawthorne.     Arr. 


Sop.  and  Alto,  or  Duet. 


-S=T- 


■-rk- 


■I — r 


~t=t 


iE^ 


751- 


z?- 


1.  Soft     as  the  voice  of     an     an     -      gel,        Breathing    a     les-son   un  -  heard; 

2.  If        in  the  dusk  of    the   twi     -     light      Dim      be   the    re-  gion   a    -     far, 


^l^^i^^plp^ 


±zz± 


:c=±: 


^ 


S 


^E* 


^9= 


I 


•15'- 


*^EiE 


■■^ 


■?5^ 


Hope  with   a      gen-  tie  per  -  sua     -    sion         Whispers  her  comfort-  ing      word. 
Will     not  the    deepen  -  ing  dark    -    ness         Brighten   the    glimmering       star  ? 


m^. 


^5 


t=!=X 


M-1 1 *-| !_ 


n 


-x=t 


:tit 


^ 


:^ 


IS 


^^J- 


J 1—4- 


^^EEliE^aEtesS^ 


:!=:]: 


•?5i- 


at^a^it 


■^—■m- 


•2d- 


Wait   till  the  darkness    is      o 
Then  when  the  night  is  up  -  on 


ver.         Wait   till  the  tempest  is        done, 
us.  Why  should  the  heart  sink  a  -  way  ? 


^ 


i3^=^^^-t^-^^^FF^f^?3aEg^g«j 


r=*= 


N     I 


J-J_J- 


m 


i 


s$ 


-wrr—^r-i^ 


•^ 


H-:^:^- 


^=i=C: 


Hope   for  the  sunshine  to-mor    -    row,         Af  -    ter  the    shower    is        gone. 
When  the  dark  midnight  is      o      -      ver,         Watch  for  the  breaking  of        day. 


OSI 


i# 


I 


t=:t 


tzrt 


±zt: 


±zt 


■«9-T- 


■^—^ 


^e=Ne=1b: 


Chorus. 


I       I       I 


^^ 


A— I 


■gHv- 


i: 


I      I     J- 


:^=«: 


.(S»_ 


^fc^--i:?^7,^=i^ 


at 


,^^=r-?^F=^=^ 


-^^^ 


WlMZ--^-=^ 


I      t^  I        I  I      ^  I      j  I      ^  I 

Whis      -       -      pering    hope, O   how  wel      -      -      come  thy  voice, 

Whispering   hope,  whispering  hope,  welcome  thy  voice,  welcome  thy  voice, 


Whispering  Hope— Concluded. 


U*  I       I 


I    >l    I 


I    ^-.-J-*^-  -^  -^  -^-  -r-5-r-  -I^- 

Mak      -      -      ing  ray  heart in    its  sor       -       -       row  re  -  joicel.. 


Making  my  heart, 


^6^: 


:^:i:tezfc 


^- 


-^— ^ 


making  my  heart, 

t 


sor  -  row,  its   sor  -  row 


■\—^^-^\ — t — r 


O   re  Jclce! 


^sm^^sm^ 


I  1^1  I  I 


No.  19. 

Allegro. 


Over  Land  and  Sea. 

(  Independence  Day.  ) 


Abt. 


4=qvZ.-_^ 


J I- 


-«-•    '      ^       '     /     ■*-    ------     I  ^  I 

1.  Let      us    loud  -  \y    sing,  Hill  and   val  -  ley  ring,  Sons    of    Free  -  dom,  join    the   lay, 

2.  Let    the  might -y  sound  Thro'  the  world  resound,  That  she  fears      no      tyrant's  swav, 

I 


-4— ^-^-7g 


^^i^ 


.m. ^. 


:|»=fe=:^i=^:z=^: 


^— ^-T— r— r — k— ^ 


iirzzipiirp: 


:>e=jK=^=^--^t: 


r — r— r — t?— ?- 


I  I  I 


And   with  heart  and  voice   We     will     all      re-joice,  Hail  Co-lum-bia's   Na  -  tal    Dayl 
And  from  shore   to    shore  Let     the     can  -  nons  roar,    Hail  Co-lum-bia's   Na  -  tal    Day! 


% 


ZW~Iim^Z£.ar 


teizzJEzzi^      '^'.-^ziWzz  :^zz:tez=fcE= *.j!._^: 


tzzzit 


•      ^      I 


Chorus. 


;*■— i?-^r-i — I — ^^^ 


M ft- 


i 


I r 


I      I 


i 


q>=^ 


:}W: 


E^^|=Jfa(: 


Shout  and    sing    Co-lum-bia's  free, 


Wave   her    flag    o'er    land    and 


e; 


Shout  and"     sing    Co  -  lum  -  bia's        free, 


i 


-(^ 


^ ^-r.-J J- 


i5^gE 


-^_. 


2-z— -Js 


J^— < 


q=?c 


3^ 


Wave  her 


m 


I  II. 

seal  Shout  and  sing     Co-lum-bia's  free,  Wave  her   flag    o'er  land     and    seal 

-■•-•  -m^  --9-    -^     ^    >?-ife 


iE* 


-( — H 


,«__ Sr-- 


^zzcitzi^zii?: 


I 


■•-r 


flag  o'er  land  and  seal 


No.  20. 


The  Soldiers  of  Our  Land. 


I 


Elsie  Duncan  Yale.  (Song  for  Decoration  Day.) 

Sop.  and  Alto.  In  unison. 


C.  Austin  Miles. 


^m 


i 


fJtfi: 


q=t 


-2^- 


x=ii 


7=1- 


kiz^=^ 


f-T-s-rry 


n  ^f 


■ft- 


3t=3t 


X      ;^       i^ 


■rr 


X  j^  X 


■  X  j^i 


1.  When  the  breeze  is  soft  -  ly    blowing     O'er  the  fields  with  verdure  bright,     And  the 

2.  Then  our  fairest  flow'rs  we're  wreathing  For  the  he-  roes  true  and  brave,     And    a 

3.  So      our  garlands  fair  we're  twining,  Far  and  wide  our  flags  we    fling,      For   the 


^.4- 


m. 


-t- 


1 1 1 


^EMi 


hm 


^~^~-^- — ^— ^- 


^— ^ 


-^— ^ 


f*:5r=T=— f 


i 


d:::^: 


5^ 


:^i^=^ 


-df—d- 


sun    of  springtime  glowing  Fills  the  world  with  gold-  en 
whisper'dhopewe'rebreathing  As  we  strew  each  si  -  lent 
skies  of  peace  are  shining.    And  our  country's  songs  we 


I    I 


it^=y. 


light.  We  would  hon  -  or 

grave.  That  life's  conflict 

sing;  To    our  na  -  tion 

I    ,  I  Male  Voices. 


±S:SA 


t 


'ff— ^-^^— ^--s-^- 


-^— ^- 


f 


r  X  r  s 


All.  in  unison. 


tt 


l^«^^. 


^^S^^^^m^ 


•s-f-f-si'-r- 

those  now  sleeping.  Those  who  strove  with  heart  and  hand,  Ev-er-more  the  mem'ry 

finds     us  read-y,     Ev  -  er  staunch  may  we    withstand.      With  the  courage  strong  and 

loy    -    al     ev  -  er,    All      u  -  nit  -  ed  may  we    stand,      To  the  mem'ry  true  for- 


fe 


-* — (5?- 


^.M-m-  X-4-i^. 


±=t 


-^-^- 


^ 


Chorus.  Parts. 


:1=^ 


^ 


is! 


-U-J- 


-;^- 


ia^ 


t^ 


M 


—f9- 

r 


-?^ 


7^ 


^^ 


keep  -  ing  Of  the  sol  -  diers  of  our  land, 
stead  -  y  Of  the  sol  -  diers  of  our  land 
ev    -    er    Of   the  sol  -  diers  of  our  land 


;li 


So  our  fairest  flow' rs  we' re  bringing     On 
While  our  starry  banners  fly  -  ing      Shall 


^.4-^  ^.4-4. 


t=tt 


-1: 


-^    -4- 


-«9- 


t=^: 


m 


-©>- 


F^i — t — I — h- 


1 Y 


i 


■I V 


^- 


-7^- 


-^^- 


^^==^ 


q=q=-1: 


~^-  .%:f—4^ 


-^— gj- 


^^- 


j^ 


rr 


this  Memor  -  ial  Day,  And  our  nation's  songs  are  ringing.  Their  notes  shall  sound  for  aye; ") 
float  on  ev-  'ry  {Omit / 


-(2- 


s 


j£_ 


^J- 


^^^li3i33E 


:(£- 


r^ 


EP 


Y-^\ \ Y 


T 
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The  Soldiers  of  Our  Land— Concluded, 


^==1: 


sfel 


^ 


'=tSi 


5^ 


:^ 


hand,         To    tell  their  fame  un  -  dy  -  ing,         The  sol  -  diers  of     our    land. 

-(crT-.fS-    ^-    h2Z-    -^-     _     .^.    .^.  war^.a.     .^.     ^.     ^_.   -^.     I^    ^r"^-^ 


p!tt=^^s=f^ 


:^=i^— ir: 


-^- 


-©>- 


-&>- 


^ 


:t==t:=t 


;E 


:p: 


t 


P^ 


No.  21. 

Elsie  Duncan  Yale. 


The  Bluebird, 


Clinton  D.  Lowden. 


fl^^t^iiiiiiilip^i^  ' 


1.  Her -aiding  spring  and  its    glo  -  ry,     Blue-bird     fair;        Tell -ing  the  summer's  sweet 

2.  Pin -ions  of    az  -  ure  un- fold -ing,    Wing  thy  flight;       Glad- ly  the   blossoms  be- 

3.  Car  -  ol  -  ing    ti-  dings  of    gladness,    Blithe-ly     sing;        Gone  is  the     win  -  ter  of 


S 


t==x 


:f:L^ 


f=^ 


g 


r^ 


Chorus. 

Ladies'  Voices.  In  unison.       w      , 


i=F^ 


SSili 


^- 


U     Li        U    b^ 

holding,    Blue-bird  so   bright.  \  Come  from  a    -    far        on  thy  joy  -  ous 


sto  -  ry,    Sing  ev  -  'ry  -  where.  ^ 


P« 


^^^W' 


m 


sadness.    Hail,  hail,  0    spring!  j 


f- 


t=t 


'^:imr. 


J-z 


wmg. 


Parts. 


lit        ■     I      1 

Ladies'  Voices. 


^^m 


^'      TXT'    u  '^. 

Sing  in  sil-v'ry  numbers,    tell  of  gladsome  spring;     Come  from  a  -    far,       with  thy 


J=i=^ 


^^^1=^ 


Parts. 

-^^-  4- 


:at=a|=if 


t 


3=^ 


I^B 


car  - 


sweet.     The  glo  -  ries  of    the  spring  to     greet. 


m 


r— rr---^gT^'g:-^B^4 


t=tc 


1^1 


the  spring  to     greet. 

I    h  I     ^   t 


:t^ii^X^ 


ii 


i?F 
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No.  22. 


Helping  Bach  Other. 


T.  M.  Eastwood. 


C.  Austin  Miles. 


1.  Ma  -  ny    a  load  would  be  lighter  to- day,  Ma  -  ny    a  sorrow  would  soon  pass  away, 

2.  Life  would  be  sweeter  and  full-er  of  joy.  Hearts  would  be  purer  and  cleans' d  from  alloy, 

3.  Earth  would  become  like  to  heaven  above,  Ev  -  er  around  float  the  sunshine  of  love, 

4.  0  what  a  happy,  bright  world  this  would  be.  Hap  -  py  to  all  whether  bondman  or  free, 


--B,^— f— ^-^, 


.^_^_^_f». 


^ii^^^ 


m 


S=qs: 


w. 


^-v^s=% 


^         IS— STTiT.      -       _       -       _   ■ 

Ma  -  ny  a  night  would  be  turn'd  in  -  to  day, 
We  would  have  ho  -  ly  and  bless -ed  em- ploy. 
In  ev  -  'ry  soul  be  the  peace  of  the  dove, 
God  would  be  reigning  from  riv-  er  to    sea. 


t=t=:t 


If  we  would  help  one  an  -  oth  -  er. 

If  we  would  help  one  an  -  oth  -  er. 

If  we  would  help  one  an  -  oth  -  er. 

If  we  would  help  one  an  -  oth  -  er. 


^■ 


g 


I 


-g»— ^- 


■r=^ 


Chorus. 


U     \^ 


^^ 


^ 


^^^ 


iE^i^^EEE^ 


r^Y^r 


Help  ....   one    an  -  oth       -       er,  help  ....    one    an  -  oth    -    er, 

Help  one  an  -  oth  -  er,  help  one  an  -  oth  -  er,       Help  one  an  -  oth  -  er     a    -    long  life's  way 


P^EjE^EjEfl 


iSz=;Sr=i[^r=tSCZ;iT=t2: 


-^— ^- 


-^     ^     P- 


;t=t=r 


£ 


1/    L^    U*    1/ 


1^    1^    ^    1^    l^    1^ 


m 


i 


:i 


i=,«c:'^ 


3lt=* 


m 


P 


Help  ....   one    an  -  oth     -     er    from  day  to  day;   .    .   . 

Help  one  an  -  oth  -  er     from    day      to    day,     Yes,    help  one  an  -  oth  -  er  from  day     to    day 


^ 


-t^      1^      t^— ^— ^ 


_^_Jt. 


■*— ^— ^&- 


S^^ 


^^F=L-=F^ 


■\^—9^—\^—^—\^—^- 


f 


^S= 


'^. 


:;:^s:=^ 


:J=at 


^rc^T~^~r^^~^^ 


-w 

Help  ....  one  an  -  oth       -       er,  help  ....    one    an  -  oth       -       er, 

Help  one  an-  oth  -  er,  help  one  an  -  oth  -  er,    Help  one  an  -  oth  -  er    and       nev  -  er  say  "nay;' 


^m 


^^Ef3E 


t=^\==X-. 


^—ft—^—m—m—^- 


t=-l      I      i     3=1: 


1K=^=^; 


m 


^  ^^-^z:^- 


^ 


Mf-    ^    ^ 
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Helping  Each  Other.— Concluded. 


fe^ 


if# 


fesl?- 


mmmw^ 


mrt 


m 


Help  one        an-  oth        -        er         and   nev-er,       nev-cr  say     "nay. 

Help  one   an-oth-er,  Help  one   an  -  oth  -  or    and     nev-er,         nev-er    say       **nay.' 

,  -  , ^-  .^-      .^ 


-^—^—^~^—^- 


No.  23. 


Elsie  Duncan  Yalk 


Maytime. 


k   1^ 


C.  Harold  Lowden. 


1        K — .^-=qs=z^=E= 


-??h 


1.  May  comes  tripping  o'er  the    meadows,  Blossoms  crown  her  brow;  Sunlight 

2.  May  comes,  woodlands  all  a  -  wak  -  ing,  Dai  -  sies    star  the  plain;  Swift  their 

3.  May  comes,  fair  -  est  flow- ers     bringing.  Streams  are  gliding  by;  Lo,      the 

_  _  -f22-  -*-       -^-        .  .  -(2-.  _  _ 


u 


=:* 


^^^^S^^^tpP 


-©>- 


^         '• 


:^=^: 


t: 


I 


-.^9-^-^ 


Chorus. 


feil? 


i 


^^3 


•zS- 


drives  a- way  the  shadows,  Birds  are  nesting  now.)  r^v^v,i,„;i         i,„;i  +^  +i,««» 

southern  skies  for  -  sak-  ing    Swallows  come  a  gain.  I  I  ^Z  l\       L       t  t^\ 

lark    his  flight  is    wingini.  Car  -  ols  ring  on  high!  J  ^  Then  hail,        hail  to  thee! 

^     •  ^^    '^'     m.      ^  I  then  hail,  to  thee! 


m 


ff^ 


f 


^ 


i=i=* 


i 


hzA 


S=3S=I?: 


For  the  birds  their  songs  are  trill -ing;  We  greet  thee  with  song 

For  the  spring  each  soul  is    thrilling;    {Omit. 


we  greet 


Fill' d  with 

with  song. 


^^i^gn^i^^^ 


joy  is  each  bright  day;  We  greet  thee  with  song,  O    golden  month  of  May! 

bright  day ; 

^-     ^-     J*.     -J-«-J-  _  -^-      -^-       -(22-. 


pi=pEz=^=N^z=^: 


:«*: 


SI 


t=t 


:Nc=:^: 


'I         I       l^     I       I       I       I 
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No.  24. 


Then  YouMl  Remember  Me. 


Andante  eantabile.    \ 


iiispppg 


Words  and  music  by  M.  W.  Bai^fe. 


!^^^-— HZ7 


-25*- 


1.  When    oth  -  er    lips    and       oth  -    er    hearts  Their  tales  of  love  shall    tell, 

2.  When    coldness    of      de    -    ceit     shall  slight  The    beau-ty  now  they  prize, 


g'^JBEt 


¥ 


f 


4^^!^ 


1=t 


-(=- 


r- 


t*.3t 


^-J^^I=3^ 


-=T^-— Y 


In      language  whose  ex  -  cess       im  -  parts  The  pow'r   they  feel       so    well, 
And  deem  it     but     a      fad   -    ed      light  Which  beams  with- in     your  eyes; 


^£3 


*=f 


f^E^ 


m 


1 — t- 


^=f=^'=r^-=rr=r 


There  may,  per  -  haps,   in    such     a        scene  Some    rec  -  ol  -  lee    -    tion      be 
When  hoi  -  low  hearts  shall  wear    a        mask  'Twill  break  your  own       to       see: 


t=t 


* 


m^idt 


tz=.t:z 


P 


q 1 J^ZZZJ^—L^ 


^-^ 


M-n: 


t 


r-=t 


m 


ii=» 


Of      days  that  have    as       hap    -    py    been,     And  you'll    re  -  mem    - 
In      such      a      mo  -  ment       I  but    ask       That  you'll    re  -  mem     - 


ber 
ber 


P^E^ 


f^^ 


F=l^^^i^ 


me, 
me. 


.    And  you'll  re  -  mem-  ber,  you'll  re  -  mem    -    ber     me. 
.    That  5^ou'll  re  -  mem-  ber,  you'll   re  -  mem    -    ber      me. 


No.  25. 

Grace  Gordon. 

>-8-i 1 


The  Water  Lilies. 


J.  Lincoln  Hall. 


1.  Rest  -  ing 'neath   the 

2.  Sway -ing      in       tlie 

3.  Blos-soms  fair    with 


i^^pH^^ig 


m^ME^F- 


1^=*: 


wil-  lows  bending  low,  Float  •  ing 
mer  -  ry  morning  breeze,  In  the 
gladness    we      be-  hold.     Fragrance 


o'er  the  riv  -  er, 
sun  -  light  gleaming, 
far      be  -  stow  -  ing; 


:e=P: 


-^- 


t=: 


Al 


-rr 


-P2- 


r 


-p-5 -h 

J    ~^ — ».   "h  "1 — 

,       -1 

^~1 3    1 

A               \          m          A          m 

1    J     ^  J 

1 

.            1     1 

irn                   III 

■    A       ^       A          \       ^ 

\           1          m 

^         J^     \ 

\^          J          J            !          J 

A           •^              1           m 

«"     1 

tr     -ij-     i^     •     ^ 

Fair     and  bright  the 
Shin  -  ing    'neath  the 
Pure      as      snow,  their 

1     1      1 

d       ~m       m       S       7^    ' 

wa  -  ter    HI  -  ies  grow, 
gen  -  tly    rustling  trees, 
pet  -  als  bright  un-  fold, 

N       N       N       N       I 

Where  the    sunbeams 
Thro'    the    noontide 
Gold  -  en    heart    is 

J     1    J     1 

quiv  -  er. 
dreaming, 
glow  -  ing. 

^-5— 3"83— i- 

-1^ — -d — w — -m — ^ — 

— p ^ -m n^— 

— ©" ©> — 1 

H —  i — ^ 

Chorus.    (From  Sir  Edward  Elgar.) 
All  Voices.    Unison. 


m 


i 


P 


ms: 


Sweet      is    your    message,     0      ye       lil    -    ies  bright. 


zp- 


Bid 


i 


us  strive 


3t=t:=t: 


l#^— 1 1 1 T- 

1 — 1 1 — 

r"^"^=^ — y~^ 

--A -u_, 

r — 1 — ~i — i — n 

\/l         J 

■ 

A                       m 

\ffT\         S       J        i       J 

■■  s>          a 

-(^  ■    ^^ 

^               1         • 

•         m         J         «'      I 

^sri                 •      jr       * 

rj^      m 

■    "^         «        ^         •      - 

ev  -  er     till    we    reach     the       light;           Dark     tho'  our 

way,  yet  waits  the 
1 — 1 — ^ S— 1 

^:.-i-*_^^ — f  -i-f  r- 

-,-t: h- 
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sun  -  shine  bright;    Lil  -  ies 


m. 


fair,     joy  -  ous  hope 
what  joy  -  ous    hope 


ye 

ye 


l^gi 


1        I 


r 


i 


bring, 
bring,  bright  hope  ye 


bring. 
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:iEz=iiii: 
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Fair,  joy- ous  hope  ye      bring.... 
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No.  26. 


The  Two  Roses. 


Werner. 


mf  Andante. 

■     ^ 


S^^e2 


■g^ 
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p 
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3E^ 


1.  On       a  bank    two  ros  -  es  fair,    Wet  with  morning    showers,    Fill'd  with  dew,  in 

2.  This    in  leaves    of  white  arrayed,    Not     a  speck  to    dim  them,  So         I    find  the 

3.  Like  her  cheeks  the  blushing  ray    Which  thy  bud  en  -  clos  -  es;     Brighter    far  than 


1^-    -^-    "^~ 

fragrance  grew,   As       I,    pen  -  si ve,  full    of  care,  Gather' d  two    sweet  flow  -  ers. 

spot  -  less  mind    Which  adorns  my  spot- less  maid.  In    -    no-cen-ce's  em  -  blem. 

you  they  are;     But    her  charms,if    I  should  say,  You'd  be  jeal  -  ous,   ros  -  es. 


E: 


-T-^f^H 


H b> — ^1 


fccS 


$=^=m=f: 


r — r 


I 


mf 


cres. 


ggg 


P\ 


^: 


t=^ 


I 
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■1^ w- 


f 


Tell     me,   ros  -  es,      tru    -    ly    tell. 


If 


r 


m. 


my    fair     one    loves    me  well. 


^ 


I 


f 
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No.  27. 


John  Henry  Newman. 


Lead,  Kindly  Light. 


Rev.  J.  B.  Dykes. 


m 


a=i=^ 


■i^— «- 


■?5l- 
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^ 7^- 


s—^~^—^-^^-^ — -^ — & — ^-—^^^—Jr- 

Lead,  kindly  Light,  a-  mid  th'  encircling  gloom,  Lead  thou  me  on!  The  night  is 
I  was  not  ev  -  er  thus, nor  pray' d  that  thou  Shouldst  lead  me  on;  I  loved  to 
So    long  thy  pow'r  hath  blest  me,  sure  it  still    Will    lead      me    on     O'er  moor  and 


m^ 


-m-  -»■-  -•- 

-w—w—w- 


i 


:i=t 


^^S-&--^. 


-|»-    -*-    .Pt. 


^3; 


:[=:t 
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t-^^ 


P 


\ 1- 


m 


7^- 


-^a— T- 


dark,  and  I  am  far  from  home;  Lead  thou  me 
choose  and  see  my  path;  but  now  Lead  thou  me 
fen,    o'er  crag  and  torrent,  till         The  night    is 


M. 


f=i 


iL-r- 


•G>(9- 


^- 


£: 


t=t 


on!    Keep  thou  my  feet;      I 

on!     I       loved  the    gar  -  ish 

gone.  And  with   the  morn  those 


t)2i! «- 


g^ — p- 


Lead,  Kindly  Light.— Concluded. 
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■;^ 


•zr 


U 


do  not  ask  to 
day, and, spite  of 
an  -  gel  fa  -  ces 


see.  The    dis  -  tant  scene;  one  step  e  -  nough   for    me. 

fears,        Pride  ruled  my  will.    Remember    not    past  years! 

smile        Which  I    have  loved  long  since,  and  lost    a-  while. 
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■^- 
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No.  28. 

Meta  Orred. 

Andante. 


In  the  Gloaming. 


Annie  F.  Harrison. 


^ 


i±±=3t 


-i^ 


:*z=3t 


■^- 


1.  In    the  gloaming,  0    my  darling,  when  the  lights  are  dim  and  low.  And   the  qui  -  et 

2.  In    the  gloaming,  0    my  darling,  think  not  bit- ter  -  ly    of   me.    Though  I  pass' da- 


..  -^. 


fcdfie: 


P^^ 


^p^. 


m 


$ 


rail. 


■I 1- 


f 


agitato. 


mM 


t=^ 


i-{~\- 


I 


a|=St: 


S*?:S 


:S=S=t5* 


shad-  ows  fall-  ing,  softly  come  and  soft  -  ly    go,  When  the  winds  are  sobbing    faintly 
way     in    silence,  left  you  lonely,   set  you  free,  For  my  heart  was  crush 'd  with  longing; 


^^^mm^ 


m. 


with    a     gen-  tie  unknown  woe,  Will  you  think  of  me    and  love  me,  As  you  did  once 
what  had  been  could  never    be.      It      was  best  to  leave  you  thus, dear,  Best  for  you  and 


^ 


wm 


^=t 


*cz«*: 
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1 — r 


rail. 


^^^ 


■?5(- 
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long  a  -  go.  :|I  ~        ^  ^  "^    "^ 

best  for  .  .  .    me.      It   was  best  to  leave  you  thus,  Best  for  you  and  best  for  me. 
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No.  29. 

Con  spirito. 


Sailing. 


i 


atrm 


i-h 
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Godfrey  Mares. 

■;s-r-n — 


-\ — \^ 
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q;^;=T 
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:j-'::^-7:>t-.S-'-.^-it-.S^'.J..  .J-  '-*:^ 


1.  Y' heave  ho!  My    lads,     the  wind  blows  free,     A      pleas -ant      gale      is     on    our 

2.  The        sail- or' s    life       is    bold    and    free.     His  home    is        on      the  roU-ing 


3.  The        tide    is     flow  -  ing  with    the 


Y'heavehoIMy    lads,    set   ev  -  'ry 

U  I      N       1^  I      K 


lee;     And    soon      a  -  cross      the     o  -  cean      clear    Our     gal  -  lant    bark    shall 
sea;    And    nev   -  er     heart    more  true    or       brave    Than  his      who  launch  -  es 
sail;    The     har  -  bor      bar       we    soon  shall     clear;     Fare -well     once    more      to 


Er    r'LJ-- 


■:iiz=3t2 


brave -ly  steer;  But  ere  we  part  from  England's  shores  to-night,  A  song  we'll 
on  the  wave;  A  -  far  he  speeds  in  dis- tant  climes  to  roam.  With  joe- und 
home    so      dear,    For  when  the    tern  -  pest  rag  -  es  loud  and  long,    That  home  shall 

l^-v  I, 


m 


J5 


Chorus. 


i 


s 


^i^- 


r  >         I 


sing  for  home  and  beauty  bright,  j 

song  he  rides  the  sparkling  foam.  \  Then  here's  to  the  sailor, and  here's  to  the  heart  so  true, 

be     our  guiding  star  and  song.    J 


.W=mi 


^^s^^fei 
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ad  lib. 


iiS^-b: 


34^ 
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tSF^; 


*iS=>f 
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Who  will  think  of  him  upon  the  waters  blue  ?     Sailing,  sailing,   over  the  bounding  main; 


^^^^m 


=iita^4=gSt 


■f— t 


>   >   ^   I      k 


bailing— Concluded. 


For  ma-ny    a    stormy  wind  shall  blow  ere  Jack  comes  home  again;        Sailing,    sailing, 


e^ 


qeizpr 
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^=JE|e=^ 


M- 


>— t- 


5 


ii 


I 
over  the  bounding  main;  For  many  a  stormy  wind  shall  blow  ere  Jach  comes  home  again. 


eEf^?E^^T4^E*5=fc! 


No.  30. 

P  Doke. 


Y-'-r-v^^-^—^ 
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Aura  Lee. 


■■^ 
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S'zE^Ei: 


q=^: 


-H ^ « -^- 


iss 


1.  As  the  black-bird  in  the  spring,       'Neath  the  wil- low  tree  Sat  and  pip' d, I 

2.  On  her  cheek  the  rose  was  born ;  There  was  music  when  she  spake ;       In  her  eyes  the 


w^ 


-J-  I 


■M—^-- 
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Chorus 
mf 
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heard  him  sing,  Sing-  ing    Au  -  ra    Lee.   1     ^^  .  ^^  j^,       j^^  .  ^^  j^ee! 

rays       of  morn,  With  sudden  splendor  break.  J 
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^n—^=f: 


■f&- 
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Maid  of   golden  hair!     Sunshine  came  a- long  with  thee,  And  swallows  iu    the  air. 


^^: 


■* — F-^ 
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No.  3i. 

Grace  Gordon. 


The  Northwind. 


^^^ 


W^-i 


h=i=^=i 


Adam  Geibel. 


^i 


I  11 

1.  The  north  wind  awakes' mid  glitt' ring  plains,  Where  feath'rysnowflakes  fall.  It  fet-ters  the 

2.  The  northwind  awakes  'mid  ice  and  snow,  And  sweeps  o'er  frozen  waste,  O'er  mountain  and 

3.  The  northwind  awakes 'mid^leaming  frost,  Its  path  is  chill  and  drear,  And  wild- ly  the 


-^. 


i 


^ 


f=^ 


v^bi 


i 1- 


^=N[: 


I— r 


ii^^^^j 


p^ 


i^ 


■TSi- 


^^ 


-^ 


-■r 


fields    in     i  -  cy  chains,  Its  fear    is       o  -  ver    all; 
peaks  its  wild  blasts  blow.  On  swiftest  wing    to    haste; 
trees  their  branches  toss' d.  All  leafless    now    and  sere; 


The  riv  -  ers  that  sang  are 
The  icebergs  a  -  drift  a  - 
It      whistles      a  -  cross  the 


m^^^ 


J e A 1 I !-_«. i^_  • 


*E=ttfc 


^—^1 


r — r 


-h-r 


r— [- 
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^=^*=:3:| 
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FF=P 


P 


JzzJ: 


I       .  II  '  .  ..If 

hush'd  and  still, The  birds  to  south  are  fled,  A    mantle  so  white  has  veil' d  each  hill,  The 

far    to  sea,  The  waves  toss  high  in  spray,  The  northwind  awakes  in    joyous  glee.  And 

fro- zen  lakes  Where  dash  the  skaters  bold, The  northwind  in  arc- tic  lands  awakes.  And 


m. 


«=* 


m 


4^- 


-m—m- 


4=t2=^: 


Kefrain.  ( Adapted  from  Verdi. ) 


\-:&^ 1 — 1 — h 
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$^^=i-s= 
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H^^  N3i=i  ^^      1 

flow'rs,  a  -  las,  are  c 
takes  its  boist'rous 
brings  its  chill  and  < 

ead.  I 
way.  >/ws<. 

30ld.  j 

- — ^ ^- — 3^  j-ii — ^ —J 

Then  blow      thou,  nev-  er  thy 
|:!       Boys.   Unison.           .^     ^^. 

h— |:-r— 1-                      ^  — H 

^ 


^ 

3^^ 


^1 


i-:=N^^ 


blast  we  fear.  Clouded  the  skies  and  drear,  Hearts  are  fiU'd  with  cheer;  We  rejoice  at  thy  voice, 


^rfe=L=zb^ 


^V 
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The  Northwind— Concluded. 

Girls.  Unison.  ^ ^ 


e^ 


^^-^- 


r- 
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Glad  we  greet      thee;  Then  blow  thou,  never  thy  blast  we  fear,  Clouded  the  skies  and  drear, 

-^-^  ^ J r^l*'— „_-«*:f^- -      -t-:        - 

±EEEEEEEEEtiEt£3EEEEEEEr 


^^=t:: 


nc. 


MM] 


All.  Parts. 
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■j^zut 
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•--75'- 


bring. 


Hearts  are  fill' d  with  cheer;  We  re  -  joice    at  thy  voice,  Greeting  would  bring, 


-•■ — m — m — Pt— Jf— *- — t—^ 
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No.  32. 

Egbert  Burns. 

3foderato. 


Auld  Lang  Syne. 
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I       I 


I       I 


Scotch  Air. 
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:s=q: 


.->•- 
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1.  Should  auld  acquaintance  be  forgot,  And  never  brought  to  mind  ?  Should  auld  acquaintance 

2.  We  twa  ha'e  run  aboot  the  braes,  And  pu'd  the  gowans  fine,  We've  wander' d  mony  a 

3.  We  twa  ha'e  sported  i'  the  burn,  Frae  mornin'  sun  till  dine.  But    seas    between    us 

4.  And  here's  a  hand, my  trusty  frien'.  And  gie's  a  hand  o' thine,  We'll  tak'     a    cup    o' 


_l^ 1^ 1 I L_ I I 


be      for  -  got,  And  days  of  auld  lang  syne? 
wea  -  ry  foot  Sin'      auld       lang       syne, 
braid  ha'e  roar' d  Sin'  auld       lang       syne, 
kindness  yet.  For      auld       lang       syne. 


For    auld    lang     syne,   my  dear.  For 

.-.  J     JL^  ^.  .     .OL.     .tf..       -». 


m^ 


t=Ft 


^ 


^- 


^m 


fc^N=r^ 


-t^-h— r— r^^-t 


:i=i^d^ 


5^^ 
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>-4- 


^-zj=^=i=:i 


^ms=mi 


auld    lang      syne,  We'll  tak'  a    cup     o'     kind-ness  yet.  For    auld    lang    syne. 
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J-^v.. 
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No.  33. 


The  Breeze  of  the  Morn. 


Elsie  Duncan  Yale. 

Solo,  (or  Girls  in  Unison 


Adam  Geibel. 


'^. 


Sz:^ 


M:ns^3i=f^ 


PW^^^i^^^ 


1.  The  breeze  of  the  morn  so  ten-  der-ly 

2.  The  breeze  of  the  morn  so    ea  -  ger  -  ly 

3.  The  breeze  of  the  morn  so  won  -  drously 
I 


r^^^ 


^^ 


t 


* 


Is  whispring  in  dawn' s  first  hours,  While 
Is  seeking  the  o  -  cean     foam,     And 
A  message  of  love  shall    bear,       For 


aOE|l30f$^BSE^ 


^A'- 


-d — t^i^ 


^ 


blossoms    are    wak  -  ing    joy  -  ous  -  ly    We  greet  them  in  gar  -  den  bowers, 

speeding    the  ships  o'er   sun-  lit    sea  To      hav-en  and  har  -  bor  home, 

gladness      is    giv'n  so    bounteous -ly    And  blessings  we    all    shall  share. 

J 


^ 


atzitinJ 
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Chorus. 


S|Ei, 


■^=^^ 


^S- 


■Mum: 


t- 


Breathe  gently,  0  breeze  of  the  morn  -  ing.  The  world  from  its  slumbers  a  -  wake. 


norn  -  mg 

A.   1 


fm 


L. 1 ^_-M  _  |_- 


-ri 


The  skies  are  with  glories   a  -  dorn    -    ing,  And    fetters  of  darkness  shall  break; 
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Breathe  softly,  0  breeze  of  the  morn  -  ing.  We  welcome  thy  tidings    of      love; 

m-  :£:  -«-  :£:  •-  -^    _«-  •     ^  *-  -^-        *-  *-  b^-     J^  ^ 
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:^rzU: 


gSi 


\^—\^—^—\^—'^—\^- 


Copyright,  MCMXII,  by  Adam  Geibel  Music  Co.    International  Copyright  Secured. 


The  Breeze  of  the  Morn.— Concluded. 
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1^  i^ 

Our  souls  all  their  bondage  now  scorning,     We    lift  to  the  Father    a 


bove. . 


:f=zi=fzft^^=f 


.p..  .ft.  .^. 


:t2=t^=t2=^=t2=^ 


-m—f-^ 1 1 — 


V— tP^— tP^- 


sg 


No.  34.     Columbia,  God  Preserve  Thee  Free! 

Joseph  Haydn. 

I — , — I — I 
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^E^ 
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:s=i 
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1.  Ark      of     freedom!   Glory's       dwell- ing!  Columbia,  Grod  preserve     thee    free! 

2.  Land    of   high,  he-  ro  -  ic       glo   -    ry:    Land  whose  touch  bid  slav  -  'ry       flee: 

3.  Vain  -  ly  'gainst  thine  arm  con  -  tend  -  ing,  Ty  -  rants  know  thy  might,  and     flee. 


5Sz^; 
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^J=t 
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When  the  storms  are  round  thee  swell -ing,  Let  thy  heart  be  strong  in  thee. 
Land  whose  name  is  writ  in  sto  -  ry,  Kock  and  ref-uge  of  the  free: 
Free  -  dom's  cause  on  earth  de    -   fend  -  in^,    Man   has      set    his  hope    on      thee; 
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Sr±gtZZJr 


God     is 
Ours  thy 
Widening 


with  thee,  wrong  re    -    pell  -  ing:     He      a-   lone     thy  champion 
greatness — ours  thy       glo  -   ry;     We  will     e'er      be  true    to 
glo   -  ry — peace  un   -   end  -  ing —  Thy    re  -  ward    and    portion 


be. 

thee. 

be. 
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Freedom!  Glo-ry's  dwelling !  Colum-bia,      God     preserve     thee 


free 
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No.  35. 

LouELiiA  Leonard. 

&4 


The  Autumn's  Voice. 


i^^^^^mm^^s^ 


Adam  Geibel. 


1.  0   the  autumn's  voice  to  us  is  blithely  calling, 

2.  0   the  autumn's  voice  from  field  and  forest  sounding, 

3.  0  the  autumn's  voice  our  tasks  again  is  bringing, 


Calling, 

Sounding, 

Bringing, 


i^zaj-jij: 


i^zatzar 


ipKZi^iiite: 


^    ^   \^ 


^-^. 


calling, 

sounding, 

bringing. 


O'er  the  hills  and  vales  the  autumn  glories  falling. 
And  the  golden  hours  with  joys  are  all  abounding. 
And  the  days  of   du-  ties  swiftly  now  are  winging, 


^    1^  t7  I  y    I 
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I 


Chorus.  Unison. 


s^ 


n 


$ 


M-- 


^^E^ 


.^_.._. 


f=^f=^r 
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Hap  -  py  hearts  now    are  glad    and  gay.  Autumn  days,        birds  are  blithely 
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sing    -    ing,  Notes  are  ring  -  ing,  gladness  bring- ing;  Hark,  the  bells    echoes  now  are 
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fling   -    ing,  Hail  the  autumn' s  gold  -  en  hours  I 


Hail  the  autumn's  golden  houi's! 
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No.  36. 

Grace  Gordon 


I 


Forth  to  Our  Tasks. 

-^^J ^.^K^j l-r-J— I r r ratr^^-'^-^ ^r^—i 


J.  Lincoln  Hall. 

N    1^    I        I       i       |_ 


Forth  to  our  tasks  with  courage  ever  loy  -  al,    true; 
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I      I       I      I 


He  who  would  win  must  falter 
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nev  -  er,  dare  and   do; 


Labor  with  heart  and  hand  forev  -  er,  glad  -  ly     toil  -  ing; 


m^- 


.fZ (2- 


i^         1  I 


1  I 


!        t        I 


^t=r 


^rt=^- 
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if^ e>- 


e^- 


I        I     I  ig s>- 


^t=-±t 


.tf2- 


I  i 
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J ^- 


-^ ?5i- 


FiNE.      Sop.  and  Alto. 

I- 


|i=f^^g^fe 


:S=c«: 


•z^ — -^ 


e^ 


Forthwithjoyinyouth'sfairmorn.      P-  ^ours  of   happy  toiling  shall  with  joy    be 

1 2.  Hours  01    happy    la  -  bor  rich  reward  shall 


^E^^ElEf 


i 


e?eS 
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^ 


m^^ 


-7^--- 


3F 


is^sss^r 


iEt 


■($»- 


r— h 


filled,  Hours  of   use  -  ful  learning  lead  to  hope  ful  -  filled;        Schooldays  now  are 

gain,  For  each  strong  endeavor  shall  its  hope    at  -    tain;  Swift  -  ly    now  the 

-»-   -*-   -•--  _    -•--  -*-  -m-   -•-    -^- 


i 


:w=m 


i^PPe: 


;i 


t^t 


:;=5 


3tt 


D.C. 


fleeting  fast, Soon  will  they  be  past;  Let  us  strive  with  all  our  pow'rs  In  youth's  bright  hours, 
moments  wing, Gladsome  joy  to  bring;  Let  us  strive  in  sun  and  show'rs  In  youth's  bright  hours. 


ig 


^feE^ 


m 
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It 


:t=:^ 
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■F-^ 
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No.  37.  Summer  Comes  Again. 

Elsie  Duncan  Yale. 
Intro.  Moderato. 

xxxxx 


i 


■Kt 


nt.  J^  a  tempo. 

A         A        A       A       A        ' 

X 


J.  Lincoln  Hall. 
tr 


^=t 


9=3- 


f 


i_izs«i 


=1===^' 


Winter  time  is  over!  Summer  comes  again!  Instrument. 


:(e=fc-^ziE: 


t-r 


^=1^41— t=^^-F= 
1    r  ^ 


Fery  sprightly. 


fe^ 


J- 


.-j- 


^: 
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iE^ 


•(S*- 


jtiat 


e 


u  I    I    '  I       I  r 

Sings  the  rippling  riv  -  er,  hast'ning  to  the  sea,  'Mid  the  shadows,  'mid  the  meadows 
Sings  the  skylark  soar  -  ing  in  the  az-  ure  height,  Sil  -  ver  sounding  songs  resounding, 
Breathes  the  breeze  reioicing,murm'ring  o'er  the  plain.  Gen-  tly  straying,  branches  swaying, 


-ja- 


:N^=te-^: 


■122- 


S 


i 


:^: 


i. 


~-=\'- 


^^ 


r=f 


•(S- 


^ 


flow  -  ing    free; 
car  -  ols    bright; 
sweet  re  -  frain; 


m-- 


-©>- 


^ 


^ 


Z^EIi^ 


Where  the  willows  quiv  -  er,  bending  fair  a  -  bove. 
List  the  praise  a  -  dor  -  ing  where  our  steps  may  rove, 
Joy     of   summer  voic  -  ing,  whisp' ring  soft  a -bove, 


List  the 
List  the 
List  the 


:tKr- 


^m^4 


d-- 


Chorus. 

-J — i 


i 


zwt-:^ 


-^- 


-^-—7^ 


rippling 
skylark 


riv  -  er    singing,  God 

soaring,    singing,  God 

breeze  re-  joicing,    singing,  God 


is  love, 
is  love, 
is    love. 


List    we,      summer  voic  -  es  sound  so 


Ud 


-a. 


=t 


^- 


t=t: 


f-ff 


-^- 


#—1 — -r^^^z=^-^-j-AxJ-^ 


rrp 

4—1- 


clear;         List  we,     summer  voices  glad  we    hear; 

__ ___^_-^_A. 


Days  are  fill'd  with  blessings  bright, 
..  -»-'  -m^-  ^     ^    -m~   -^-   -«- 


-^- 


1 — h 


=^^ 
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:^=^-; 
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Summer  Comes  Again.— Concluded. 


4-^^^isisi 


t$wtr=ji=za=^ 


^?E5I 


:t=^ 


wfPr- 


r4 


■&-- 


m 


End  -  ed  now  is    win-  try  night;  List  the  summer  voic  -  es    singing,    God    is    love. 


-^t- 


^-t 


fc=^^g: 


:t:: 


mk 


^4^ 


:t:=t:: 


J.  Lincoln  Hall. 


No.  38. 


A  Rose  Song, 


Elsie  Duncan  Yale. 


I         I 


-?5(- 


I    i  I 


■s^-T-s^-- 


-(S*-*  ^-' 


^i^ifei 


b-fc?:fi 


1.  Rosea  in  gardens  glowing,  Fragrance  afar  be- stowing,  Sway  with  the  breezes  blowing, 

2.  Roses  in  splendor  gleaming,  Cloudless  the  skies  are  beaming.  Sunlight  afar  is  streaming, 

3.  Roses,your  incense  bearing.  Love  of  the  King  declaring,  Blessings  the  world  is  sharing, 

■fg-^H^------    -.    *    ^. — --n(S>-=-s>---i-»— •-•-» — »  *!,.  .  f^' 


JEJTzfcig^E 


-^ 


i 


:t=:t=t 


i=F  1^^1 


ffft 


■(g  ^  gj^--^- 


t=t:r— r-r-| — r 


■P?  •  r^ 


*e=fe 


rrTf 


I 


4f— ^- 


^: 


I       I        I 
Chorus.  Unison.  Parts. 


^  \  \  .  Chorus.  Unison.  Parts.  ,  ,     J^  I  1^ 

F^^to^EET=BEEF5=E^^E^E^E^E^g 


S 


I      "^1 

Grift  of  the  gladsome  June. 

-(22 


Ros  -  es,      ros  -  es,  bright  is  your  beautecfus  hue, 


4-J— J- 


;i 


J—, 


-^5^-- 


^ 


?zi- 


^=^E^E^^E^. 


pt^^^=-J 


r::* 


-«-^ — 


^=m^ 


-<&■ 


Gi---^&-^- 


Ros  -    es,      ros  -  es,   blooming 'neath  skies  that  are  blue;    Ros  -  es,        ros   -    es, 


'^f—f± 


XH- 


t 


U-L 


.iLi^ 


i 


£±±1 


■     I      I— I :,_l    I    I 


trr 


i 


J.^^;gg33gagsg3 


■g  .  Si 


hope  ev'  ry  heart  shall  renew ;  Grift  from  above,  token  of  love,  Bloom  for  your  King,  0  roses  I 


JfZ. 


1—1      I      I 


r-^f^ 
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No.  39. 


Be  Faithful. 


Grace  Gordon. 

Semi-Chorus  or  Solo. 


J.  Lincoln  Hall. 
School.  i^ 


m 


■  -^-    -»-    -*-    -w    -^     -«-     -^-  •     '^  I 

1.  0   what  shall  be     our  mot  -  to   thro'  our  schooldays  bright?  Be  faith  -  ful,  be 

2.  0   what  shall  be     our  mot  -  to      in    our  hours    of    glee  ?     Be  faith  -  ful,  be 

3.  0   what  shall  be    our  mot  -  to      in    our    dai  -  ly    life  ?      Be  faith  -  ful,  be 


mm 


^^ 


:i^=:aj: 


i 


Semi-Chorus. 


I 

School. 


t= 


N^=1^ 


^^qs- 


faithful ! 
faithful ! 
faithful ! 


And  what  shall  lead  us  onward    in  -  to   wisdom's  light?  Be 


faithful, 


be 


In      hap-  py  sports  of  playtime  this  our  rule  shall   be,      Be     faithful,     be 
er  help  us 


And  what  shall  ev 

h   h   h   ^ 


:¥=^= 


^=p^ 


z 


in    the  toil 


and  strife  ?  Be     faithful,     be 


^— 4— iij: 


I 


^      Semi-Chorus. 


---X=.-=^'^ 


:^Eg 


faith  -  ful 
faith  -  ful 
faith  -  ful 


!  Tho'  les  -  sons  that  are  giv  -  en  may  be  hard  to  learn.  Yet 
!  For  when  our  tasks  are  end  -  ed,  then  our  shouts  shall  ring.  For 
!    0        this    the    sure  foun  -  da  -  tion  when  sue  -  cess      we    build,      And 


m. 


* 


:i« « q 


I 


-I 

School.  *S'fo«;6r.  |^ 


S^ 


4^ — K — N- 


rich  reward  most  sure- 
du  -  ties  done  shall  well 
thus  we   find  our  ev - 


ly  may  we      earn; 
-earn'd  leisure  bring; 
'ry  aim  ful  -  filled; 


m 


f 


1=?: 


-f^ 


To 
In 

So 


paths  of  knowledge  leading, 
hours  of  joyous  pleasure, 
forth  with  true  en  -  deavor. 


a  tempo. 


"i^g 


This  mot  -  to  we  are 
Let  hon  -  or  be  our 
And    loy  -  al    be    for 


heeding.  Our  watchword  let  us 

treasure.  Our  watchword  let  us 

•  ev  -  er,    Our  watchword  let  us 


fol  -  low  and  be 
fol  -  low  and  be 
fol  -  low  and    be 


glE 


?=^ 


3E3r*=piz:J{pc=p: 


4==t 


1mz=^. 


faithful ! 
faithful ! 
faithful ! 

t  - 


imeO 
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Be  Faithful-Concluded. 


Chorus. 


::j: 


d: 


:'«T=^"5=3?=qv 


3vES 


i 


---^ 


Be  faith  -  ful,      be   faith  -  ful !      Be      this  our  mot  -  to    tried    and       true; 


P 


h::!: 


X-- 


-j^—z:^ 


^g:— r^ 


:t: 


gii3 


m 


■is- 


^f 


-K — ^■ 


-^ 


■A=^ 


^=^ 


^m 


ms 


Be  faith  -  ful,      be  faith  -  ful !   Our  watchword  ev  -  er    fol  -  low  and    be    faithful ! 
^i_:ri^P^     -     -  _     -     _     _      ^ 


-tz- 


t: 


:|e=^: 


:«•:=*: 


m 


.p2- 


^        k        1/        L^        ^ 


No.  40. 

Sostenuto. 

f  !       , 


I 


eb; 


6ood-Night,  Ladies. 


l^-«-^-^— ^ 


^?5|- 


:^^^ 


^ 


:5Et 


-s*- 


rs<- 


1.  Good-night,   la  -  dies! 

2.  Fare  -  well,     la  -  dies! 

3.  Sweet  dreams,  la  -  dies! 


Good-night,  la  -  dies! 
Fare  -  well,  la  -  dies! 
Sweet  dreams,  la  -  dies! 


Good-night,  la  - 
Fare  -  well,  la  - 
Sweet  dreams,  la  - 


dies! 
dies! 
dies! 


Bte; 


-|2- 


:?=: 


f 


>— b>^- 


-m._pL: 


H-^ 


:|^k^^t 


fe=3^: 


-I V 


Allegro. 


^=^=1 


'w      -»- 


We're    go  -  ing    to  leave  j^ou       now. 

I 


g:gEte=Er 


Mer  -  ri  -   ly     we    roll     a  -  long, 


i 


fctr^ 


N      ^ 


^=i^=iat 


U 


VW-^ 


"5      l^      k 


■tr-tr 


I     rit 

H 1 


•     ^ 


-•^4 


3^:1=:^: 


--^—9- 


roU    a  -  long,  roll    a -long,  Mer  -  ri  -  ly    we  roll    a  -  long.  O'er  the  dark  blue  sea. 


m 


jg=S=T 


-P \g0 \— 


s 


9 


-^ — t^- 


-9^—^- 


k    i^ 


i^    k    ;^ 


P^ 


No.  41.  Morning  with  the  Birds  and  Flowers. 

Elsie  Duncan  Yale.  J.  Lincoln  Hall. 

INTEODUCTION.^  '^^j^^-    -  ^       ,^^        -^^       ,^^        ^ 


P^  (Dawn.) 


(The  Birds.) 


r^ 


:^=?-^^ 


:=i: 


:^zv=:^:; 


^^E^ 


■i^- 


-(5>- 


m^^m 


t'^_^. 


rt7.  e  dim.     ,a. 


^i^m' 


^t 


*-'^^*^5--f 


1.  Wake,  for  the  morning  flings  her  banners  fair,    Dawn  in    the  east    is      gleaming, 

2.  Wake,  for  the  morning  sheds  her  golden  rays,    Birds    in    the  az  -  ure     winging, 

3.  Wake,  for  the  morn  with  dew  the  flow' rs  has  pearl' d,  Bos  -  es     so    fair    are     twining, 


E^ 


^^=^ 


1=^^ 


7ffz=m-. 


w 


tE^ 


Pa==l?=q 


^ 


■W:z=M.—<m:i=W-: 


f    V 


*=|B 


^    I 


I 


te 


-^-^ 


S:i^: 


J: 


^ 


^ 


^5?^ 


^!i=:^: 


■^zzitzut^ 


J^IZUt. 


•25t- 


■^      i^ 


Bright  skies  are  bending,glad  songs  ascending,  Ev  -  'rywhere;  For  the  dawn  of  day  is 
Up-  ward  are  soaring,  joyous,  a-doring,Yield  their  praise;  For  the  dawn  of  day  is 
Sun  -  light  is  streaming,  glory  is  gleaming.  Wake, glad  world;  For  the  dawn  of   day    is 


•F— — b*— hi 


ir^z-^ 


-^-y-Y—[ 


i^pi^Si^illi^l 


t- 


■^^^% 


:fc-: 


.j-^- 


si^4 


Eli 


I     I  I 

breaking,  All  the  birds  and  blossoms  waking. 


•-^--i 


ti 
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Morning:  with  Birds  and  Flowers— Conciuded. 


Chorus.    ("Flower  Song,"  from  Lange. ) 


^mm^^m 


■^W' 


■■^- 


:=|: 


*='i=3^ 


fts- 


■1^ 


I 


Ye  blossoms  so  bright,  0  greet  ye  the  light,  While  birds  are  their  matins  trilling; 


^mt^^^^m^m^^ 


t^: 
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::^: 
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^5^=£ 


:i: 


■7^ 


II  I  I  --  -  -^-     ,-     ^-       -9-     f^^^ 

Let  fragrance  abound  while  carols  resound,  To  welcome  the  dawn  of  day.    .    , 
_     _     _    -«'-    -•■-   «     «  I 


■25*- 


dawn  of   day. 
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■e"- 


t=t 
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J \ L 
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No.  42. 


Cold  Water  for  Me. 


J.  H.  K. 

Allegro. 


J.  H.  KUEZENKKABE. 


r^*^ 


1.  Cold  water,  cold  water  for    me;  There's  nothing  so  pure  and  so  free   As   good  cold 

2.  I'  m  sure  that  there's  nothing  can  give  The  strength  which  we  need  while  we  live.  Like  pure  cold 

3.  Nor    am    I    a-lone  in  my  choice;  There's  many  an  ech-o-ing  voice  Will  praise  cold 


wa  -  ter, 
wa  -  ter, 
wa  -  ter, 

^  u  I 


good  cold  wa  -  ter;     I'll    go  to  the  brook  or  the  spring,  And  o  -  ver  its 

pure  cold  wa  -  ter;    And  quick  to  the  brook  or  the  spring  I'll  hasten, and 

praise  cold  wa  -  ter;    We'll  run  to  the  brook  and  the  spring,  And  over  their 


bubbles  I'll  sing,  Cold  water,  cold  water  for  me.  Cold  water,  cold  water  for  me. 
mer-  ri  -  ly  sing,  Cold  water,  cold  water  for  me.  Cold  water,  cold  water  for  me. 
bubbles  we'll  sing, Cold  water,  cold  water  for    me,  Cold  water,  cold  water  for  me. 


Used  by  per.  J.  H.  Kurzenknabe,  owner  of  copyright. 


No.  43. 

C.  Austin  Miles. 
*  Sop.  and  Alto. 

-|_ 


Blessings  in  tlie  Flowers. 


Alfred  Judson. 
All.  Parts. 
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^      ^     -wt   -W   "w   -*-   -zJ-  -»-   -«-   --j^-   --»-   -^   -'^- .  f  p 

1.  Fair  are  the  beams  of  sunshine  that  fall  o'er  all   the  earth,  But  fair- er  far  the 

2.  Sweet  are  the  gushing  wa  -  ters  from  bos  -  om    of   the  earth,  But  sweeter  still  the 

3.  The  heirs  of  men  are    blessed  who  tread  the  verdant  sod.  But  bet-  ter  far   to 


m 


:t=t 


::j;4: 
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^^f 


Sop.  and  Alto. 
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-s^ 


^^^ 


■-^—^ 
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beams  that  have  in  heav'  n  their  birth ;  And  rich  indeed  our  treasure  from  earth' s  most  plenteous 

streams  that  find  in  love  their  birth;  Bare  are  the  sounds  of  mu-  sic    that  roll  o'er  hill  and 

be      a    Son  and  heir    of    God;  And  may  this  be    the    portion      of    all  who  seek  the 


-©J- 


f^^^^k 


£ 


fEE^. 


All.  Farts. 


i V 

Chorus. 
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store, 
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But 
But 
It 


t 


rich  -  er  far    the  gold  that  lives  for  -  ev  -  er-  more.  1 

echoes      of  redemption's  strain.  )>  There  are 


rar  -  er  far    the 
shall  be  un  -  to 


gs 


all  who  take  him  at    his  word,  j 

r\m        m       -• —     -^   S-^-    S'^'- 

i-D* — ^ — I 1 — i**is»— =^h- 
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flow- 


ers. 
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in    the    sunshine  and  the 


>3      si- 
showers, 


3^ — -m — *!- 
-•-    -«-  -•- 


For  the    winters    cold   and  the 
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**  Two-Parts. 
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Ijr^j.    •    g^.  .^-  -^  -^- 
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ei 


the  summer' s  heat  have  made  our  joy  complete ;  We  may  have  an  endless  measure,    of  the 


-F—m^-^ 


i: 


:Jfe; 


g 


:?=f: 


:t=t=t 
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^=>E=(BIZ»: 
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*  The  school  may  be  divided,  one  half  singing  first  and  third  lines  ,  balance  second  and  fourth  lines. 
**  The  lower  note  is  the  melody,  and  is  to  be  sung  by  the  school.     The  upper  note  (small)  may  be  played,  sung  by  a 
few  selected  voices  or  sung  by  the  girls.     In  the  latter  case,  the  melody  is  sung  by  the  boys. 
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Blessings  in  tlie  Flowers— Concluded. 


^^^UM 


lov-ing  Father's  pleasure     If  we    lay  our  earthly    treasure     at      Je  -  sus'  feet 
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No.  44. 

C.  Austin  Miles. 
Con  spirito. 


Bells  of  Long  Ago. 


John  J.  Thomas. 


Bells  of  joy  are  ring 

2.  Bells   ofhope  are  ring 

3.  Bells   of  faith  are  ring 


m^ 


^ 


3=*EE^^ 


'      I      I 

ing,from  the  long  a 
ing,from  the  bless- ed 
ing,  faith  that  God  is 


■P^ 


go,  Ech-oes  passing  swift  -  ly,  tell  of 
now,"  Hope  that  all  ere  -  a  -  tion  un  -  to 
true —  He    will  keep  his  promise  and  our 

I       .^.     .£.   -^. 


7tZL^-A 


t±=^f^ 


-\=-^ 
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J=* 
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%^ 


■(9- 


I  .  '^  \  ■ 

what  they  know.  When  the  Christian  warfare  hurried  souls  to  God,  Now  the  road  is 
Christ  shall  bow,  "Now"  we  free-ly  gath  -  er  worshipping  the  King,  Now  the  song  of 
hope    re  -  new.   R-ing  the  note  of    triumph,  God   is    on    his  throne,  lling  that  he  will 


■(22 (S- 


^ 


r — r 


-(2- 
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:pt=|: 


:t=:*df, 


Chorus. 


^=q: 


I 4- 


saf  -    er  that  the  saints  have  trod, 
praise  in  peace  may  free-  ly  ring 
ev    -    er  hear  and  save  his  own 


-^ 


-^-^- 


'  f    (Ring, ring,  ring,  ring,    bells  of   long  a  -  go, 
•   j   I  Ring,  ring,  ring,  ring,  Christ  is  King  for   aye, 


Male  Voices. 


Ring  to-day  the  end    ofev-ry  hu-man  woe.        Ring  his  praises    ev'ry  passing  day. 
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A  Summer  Carol 


Miss  Z.  I.  Davls, 


f'>\\,^''Ai  i);U 


HAI.DOR  LlLLENAS. 


^    /.J    ^l 
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'he: 


1.  Come  a  -  way  with  me  on  this  sun-  ny  day,  Where  the  wild  birds  sing  and  the  zephyrs  play, 

2.  We  will  row    a  -  way  in  our  light  canoe,  On    the  sparkling,  danc  -  ing  waves  of  blue, 

3.  When  the  crimson  fades  in  the  dreamy  west,  And  the  wild  things  seek  for  their  place  of  rest, 


^ 


sf.irF.r.-1'Fjccri 
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E>    i»   I 


c*'  y 


w=^ 


f'i'i\iiSJi\ii^i^iUi\i^ 


Where  the  babbling, clear  spring  laughs  to  meet  With  the  lush  green  moss  at  the  oak  tree's  feet. 
Where  the  sheen  of  wa  -  ter  HI- ies  glow  With  their  hearts  ofgold  and  their  cups  of  snow. 
When  the  birdies  croon  the  flow'rs  to  sleep.    And  the  sil-  v'ry  stars    their  vig  -  il  keep. 


^     P 


^ 


^^ 
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Chorus. 
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Come  a  -  way,    ....      come  a  -   way,    ....       To  the  meads  and  sun-kiss'd 
come  a  -  way,  come  a  -  way, 


^     ^     P 
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f'"^  rrif  f 
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fe=i 
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f=rrp 


F^ 


rrf^ 


flow'rs;   .    .    .       Come  a  -  way,    ....         come  a  -    way,    ....  To    the 

come  a  -  way :  come  a  -  way,  come  a  -  way. 
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smil- ing  woodland  bow' rs;   .    .         way,    .    .    .      to  the  smil- ing  woodland  bow' rs 


come  a-  way.  come  a  way, 
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H.  L. 


The  Stars. 


Haldor  Lillenas. 


J: 


1.  When  the  sun  has  gone   to  rest,Sink-ing    in    the  gold- en  west, Then  the  stars  ap  -  pear. 

2.  When  the  sun  liasgoue   to  rest,When  the  birds  have  found  their  nest, Then  the  stars  ap  -  pear; 

3.  When  the  sun  has  gone  to  rest,  And    in  darkness  earth  is  dres't,Stars  are  all     a  -    glow; 


'% 


^m 


Twinkling  in  ce  -  les  -  tial  sea,Far  a-bovethe  world  and  me  When  the  night  draws  near. 
Tho' their  light  is  rath-er  small,They  areshin-ing  one  and  all,Bring-ing  light  and  cheer. 
They     are    always  in  their  place,Tho'  the  clouds  may  hide  their  face,From  the  earth  be  -  low. 


m=^=^^ 


t=trj3 


Chorus.   Unison. 
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Twink  -  ling,         shin 

-n 1 — ^—m — - 


In     the  deep  blue     sky. 


Far 
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way 


bove  the  world,  so    high, 


=1—  -« ^- 


Count    -    less         mill     -      iona, 
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IglB 


Number-  less  are    they, 


1^=^=^ 


Shin  -  ing    through  the      night,     so   far      a  -  way. 
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J.  W.  Y. 


The  Soil  King. 


J.   W,  YODER. 
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=&=* 


S=l: 
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1.  When  fresh  and  fair  the  morning  Breaks  clear  on  eastern  hill,  And  music  from  the  song-bird  Is 

2.  All  day  so  gay  and  cheerful,  He  lightens  work  with  song;  He  loves  his  prancing  horses, High- 

3.  When  low  the  sun  is  setting,  This  soil-king  homeward  goes  To  share  his  well-piled  table, En- 


I 
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1=1=FJ— ^^: 


^— 4 
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2itiT 
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i±^:z=:J: 


t* 


^<^-- 


ech-  oed  by,  the  rill;  When  nature, gay  and  radiant, Bids  welcome  to  the  day,  The  farmer 
arch'  d  their  necks  and  strong,  His  neighbors  do  him  homage;  No  malice  in  his  heart,  A  free  man, 
joy  well-earn' d  repose;  Not  goaded  by  ambition  To  rule  with  shameless  hand, But  fiU'd  with 
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Chorus. 
Unison  or  Sop.  and  Alto. 
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S"/by°tre%i=he^^^^^^^^^  |  Strong,  Bale  and  rug  -  ged,   .  On  to  hi. 

love    of  country.  Defend-  er  of  our  land. 
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^— j^: 
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work  he    goes;  Knowing  naught  of  life' s  woes;  What  cares  he  for  the  noise  of  streets  ? 


immmsss 
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^tt:trt=t=tr::tt 


tz^tt 


l^^^lgsiS 


Orchards,  jfields  give  to  him  their  sweets,  Hail,  thrice  hail  to  this  nobleman  of  the    soil. 
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J.  W.  Y. 


The  Teacher. 


J.  W.  YODER. 
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We     are  teach  -  ers,  faith  -  ful  teach  -  ers,  We     are  train  -  ing  girls  and  boys, 
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Shar  -  ing      all     their  joys,     We       are   teach  -  ers,    faith  -  ful    teach  -  ers 
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We're 


the      guard  -  ians        of 


the      State,      and    Church,    and    Home. 
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J.  W.  Y. 


The  School. 
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Rah,  rah,  rah,  for     our  coun  -  try,  Rah     for    the    pu  -  pils  and   the  schools, 
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Rah,     rah,     rah,      rah.     Rah     for     the    pu  -   pils   and  the  schools,  (rah, rah.) 
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Farmer  Lads. 


J.  W.  Y. 
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1.  Gai-ly  the  farm-er  lads  ride  out  with  gallant  chargers,  Keen  their  eye  and  strong  their 

2.  Loudly  they  cheer  as  down  the  hill  they  coast  in  win  -  ter,  Side       by   side  they  race  a  - 


i^^^^ii 
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II 

nerve,  they  know  no  fear,  Brown  their  cheeks  from  kiss  of  sun.  Stout  in  limb  from  forest  run  ;Monarch 
long  in  joy  -  ful  glee,Boys  and  dogs  in  fly-ing  chase,Proud  the  victor  of  the  race;  Hale  and 
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Chorus. 
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they  of  field  and  for- est  farandnear.  "I /-i„ii     •„„  ^„     „ii     •       ^„  +i,^^^„«Ur,..  ^^ 
hearty  all,for  weak  there  none  could  be.  |  G^^HoPi^g  ^^^  gallopmg  on,  the  fearless  nd- 
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( FTiis^fe. ) 
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Gai  -  ly  sing  their  morning  song  hi  -  o,      hi  -  o, 
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Galloping  on,  mer-ri-  ly  on  they  go 
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The  Call  of  the  Stream. 


A.  A.  Payn. 

Unkon. 


Adam  Geibel. 
S 


i  __  

1.  Peaceful  -  ly^   rip  -  pie  the    wa  -  ters      Down  thro' the  heart  of  the    for    -    est, 

2.  Come  on  their  glad  in  -  vi  -   ta   -  tion,      Far    from  the  noise  of   the    cit     -      y; 

3.  Here  ev- 'ry  care    is     for  -  got  -  ten,      Here    is  laid  down  ev- 'ry    bur    -    den, 

15E3 ^■^■ 


iiSS 


(S— r- 
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A^^-A- 


i^^pp 


:;J- 


Murmur  -  ing  mel  -  o  -  dies  sooth  -  ing,  As      to    the    o-  cean  they    flee. 

Rest  in    the  sound  of  their    mu  -    sic,  Un  -  der    a    wide-spreading  tree. 

Strength  for  our  la-  bor    re  -  new  -  ing,  With  clearer    vis  -  ion    we     see. 

I  I  ,  I- 
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Chorus. 
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Come  where  the  waters  are  rippling  In  mel-o-  dy    sweet,     Far  from  the  cry  of  the  cit  -  y, 

I       ^5^      1^.  I      -*-  -F~  -,*- 
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-tanta 
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Come,     find  a  re  -  treat;        Leave  ev'ry  worry  and  care  behind.   Flee  from  the  struggle  of 

JL-L ^—M. — ^ :^rT!>_, 1 , — _,_ — ,_^ 1 — jj— i-G — I— - 


-f5>- 


1^3 


liuMtutz-jL 


1^ 
N     f^     h     S 


human  kind;  Come  and  a  rest  from  your  toil  you  will  find.  Where  happiness  is  complete. 

1^ 
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G.  L.  H. 


Playing  in  the  Snow. 


Grace  L.  Hosmer. 
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1.  Ho,  ho, ho, ho,  ho,  ho,  ho!        Ho!      Ho!      Come,let  us  run,  let  us  play  inthesnow!; 

2.  Ho,  ho,ho,ho,  ho,  ho,  ho!        Ho!      Ho!      Now  let  us  make  a       big  snow -ball! 
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Come,   let    us    run,     let    us    play     in    the  snow!    Down    we    go!    Down  we    go! 
Now      let    us  make        a  big        snow  -  ball!     One      and   all!     One     and  all! 
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^  ^^ 


Down  on  the  soft,  white  snow!        Now  we  are  up     a  -  gain  with  a  shout,   Toss-ing  the 
Come,roll  the  big  snow-ball!  Now  we  will  turn  it      in  -  to    a  man.     This    is    his 
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white  flakes  all    a -bout;    Blood  a- tin- gle,  cheeks,  a- glow,      0    hurrah  for  the  snow! 
face,  his    hat    a    can;      Noth-ing  is  more  fun  we  know,      0    hurrah  for  the  snow! 
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A  Song  of  Spring. 


G.  L.  H. 

Grazioso. 


Grace  L.  Hosmer. 
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1.  0      the  earth  is  glad.  And  the  hills  are  clad   In     a    dress  of  Spring  so  fair! 

2.  And  a    song  so  sweet  Ev  -  'ry  ear  shall  greet, 'Tis  the  first  bird   of    the  Spring! 


k^  ijff.   ijff-   ijTjfijfti 
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A  Song  of  Spring.— Concluded. 
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While  a     ten-der  green  o  -  ver    all    is  seen,  And  there' sgladuessev'ry where! 
Lit  -   tie  leaves  un-fold  aft  -  er    winter's  cold,  And   a-bove  they  dance  and  sing! 
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Chorus.  <J^J. 
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We  will  sing      of  the  Spring!  Tra,la,   la,  la,  la,  la,    la! 


la,  la,  la,  la,  la,  la,  la! 
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The  Blackbird. 
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No.  53. 

G.  L.  H. 


Grace  L.  Hosmer. 
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1.  See  the  merry  blackbird  in    the  tree,    Swinging,  swinging,  What  a  pretty,  shin  -  y 

2.  He    is    telling  us  that  Spring  is  here.  Singing,     singing.     Is  -  n't  that  a   joy- ful 
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fel  -  low  he.      Swinging    all    day    long!    How  the  sunlight  glistens      on    his  wings, 
song  to  hear?  Sing- ing    all    day    long!    See  the  many  friends  he's  brought  with  him. 
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Swinging,  swinging.  List-  en  to   the  mer-  ry  song  he  sings.  Swinging  all  day  longi 
Singing,      singing.     Now  they're  in  the  tree,  on  ev- 'ry  limb,    Sing- ing  all  day  long! 
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Little  Wee-Wees. 

From  "The  Brownie  Band,'*  Gabriel. 
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1.  Lit-tle  Wee- Wees,      Trying  to  please,      Finding  a  welcome  where v-er  we  go, 

2.  Who  can  tell  why        We  are  so  shy  ?        Who  ever  saw  us,  or  heard  us  before  ? 
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Pretty  bright  eyes.      Prudent  and  wise.       Roguish-  ly  winking  just  so! 
Who  knows  the  road    To    our  a  -  bode,       Tho'  they  have  traveled  it  o' er  ? 
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Happy  and  gay,       Spending  the  day,         Sailing  to  -  gether    a-bout  on  the  breeze. 
On- ly  in  sleep,       You'll  get  a  peep         At    us,  or  of  our  bright  home,  if  you  please. 
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Quaintest  of  all.         Cunning  and  small,      We  are  the  little  Wee-Wees. 
JNo  one  can  know.      Whither  we      go.         We  are  the  little  Wee-Wees. 
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Refrain. 


Little  Wee-Wees— Concluded. 
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lit-  tie  Wee- Wees, 


Wee    -    Wees, 


Al-ways  so  gay- 


Nev-er  pas-see! 
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Wee    -    Wees, 
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pret-  ty  Wee-Wees,      We  are  the  lit  -  tie  Wee-Wees. 
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No.  55. 


My  Maryland. 


Jas.  R.  Randall. 


Hi^ri^W 


1.  The   despot's  heel  is  on  thy  shore,     Maryland,  my  Maryland!     His  torch  is  at  thy 

2.  Hark  to   an  ex- iled  son's  appeal,     Maryland,  my  Maryland!     My  Mother  State,  to 

3.  Thou  wilt  not  cow-er    in  the  dust,     Maryland,  my  Maryland !  Thy  gleaming  sword  shall 


tem-pledoor,  Maryland,  my  Maryland  1  A-vengethe  pa  -  tri  -  ot  -  ic  gore  That 
thee  I  kneel,  Maryland,  my  Maryland!  For  life  and  death,  for  woe  and  weal,  Thy 
nev-er  rust,      Maryland,  my     Maryland!      Re  -  member  Carroll's  sa-cred  trust  Re- 
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fleck' d  the  streets  of  Baltimore  And  be  the  battle-queen  of  yore,  Maryland,  my  Maryland! 

peer-  less  chivalry  reveal,  And  gird  thy  beauteous  limbs  with  steel,  Maryland,  my  Maryland ! 

member  Howard's  war-like  thrust.  And  all  thy  slumb'rers  with  the  just,  Maryland,  my  Maryland! 


No.  56. 


Old  Black  Joe. 


S.  C.  F. 

Poco  adagio. 


Stephen  C.  Foster. 


-s)- 
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1.  Gone  are    the  days  when  my  heart  was  young  and  gay;  Gone  are    my  friends  from  the 

2.  Why    do       I  weep  when  my  heart  should  feel  no  pain?  Why  do      I    sigh     that  nw 

3.  Where  are  the  hearts  once  so   hap-py  and   so    free?  The  chil-dren  dear,   that    I 

-•-.     .p_     .m~     -*--     -•-     -•--     -(2- 
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cot-  ton-fields    a- way;  Gone  from  the  earth      to      a     bet-  ter  land,    I    know,  I 

friends  come  not  a-gain  ?  Griev-  ing    for  forms    now  de  -  part  -  ed    long    a  -   go  ?  I 

held    up  -  on  my  knee?  Gone    to     the  shore  where  my  soul  has  long' d  to      go,  I 

,S                                                                          .m..   .*.    .4*.    Jt..     .0t.    .^.    jtL.  .«_ 
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D.S. — head    is   bend -ing    low;       I 
Fine.  Chorus.  B.S. 
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hear  their  gentle  voic-  es  calling,  "Old  black  Joe!  "I'm  coming, 

i^;  .fft..^.  j^  .*.  .m.  jm.  .^.    ,\     ^  -^         .0t. 


is 


I'm  coming, 


For  my 
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hear  their  gentle  voic-  es  calling, '  'Old  black  Joe ! ' ' 


No.  57.         Massa's  in  the  Cold  Ground. 

S.  C.  F.  Stephen  C,  Foster. 


1.  Round  de  meadows  am  a-ringing  De  darkeys'  mournfal  song,  While  de  mocking  bird  am  singing, 

2.  When  de  autumn  leaves  were  falling.  When  de  days  were  cold,  'Twas  hard  to  hear  old  Massa  calling, 

3.  Massa  make  de  darkeys  love  him,     Cayse  he  was  so  kind.      Now  dey  sadly  weep  above  him, 

.<z — (« \^^-T-m—m   F-^-^^-r-jg--^    m    ii 1 — i — ^  ^    _    rf^- 


Happy  as  de  day    am     long.     Where  de    i-vyam   a- creeping.    O'er  de  grassy  mound, 

Cayse  he  was  so  weak  and    old.      Now  de  orange  trees  am  blooming,  On     de  sandy  shore, 

Mourning  cayse  he  leave  dem  behind.  I  cannot  work  before  to-  morrow,  Cayse  de  tear-drop  flow, 
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Massa's  In  the  Cold  Ground— Concluded. 

j       ,         ,  Chorus. 


Dare  old  Massa  am  a-sleeping,  Sleeping  in  de  cold, cold  ground. 

Now  de  summer  days  am  coming,  Massa  nebber  calls  no  more.  \  Down  in  the  cornfield 
I   try   to  drive  away  my  sor-  row,  Picking  on  de  old  ban -jo. 


Ki 


t-^ 


-\^—^-^-^-^- 


r.,.J-=^: 


-(2^ 


^  >  >  >  I 


fel 


ES;EiEs=*E3^ 


t^=»: 


::1=q: 


:^3i 


BSIslasrgEg; 


^-g-^ 


5-5-^ 


r^ii 


mzim: 


Hear  dat  mournful  sound;   All  de  darkej^s  am  a-weeping,  Massa's  in  de  cold, cold  ground. 
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No.  58. 


Darling  Nelly  dray. 


qs^rteci^-^d^iiqv 
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1.  There's  a  low  green  valley  on  the  old  Kentucky  shore,  Where  I've  whiled  many  happy  hours  away, 

2.  When  the  moon  had  elimsd  the  mountain,  and  the  stars  were  shining  too,  Then  I'  d  take  my  darling  Nelly  Gray, 

3.  My  eyes  are  getting  blinded, and  I  cannot  see  my  way;  Hark,  there's  somebody  knocking  at  the  door! 


■9-  -9-  -•-  -m-  -9-  -9-  -•- 
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A  -  sitting  and  a-singing  by  the  little  cottage  door  Where  lived  my  darling  Nelly  Gray. 
And  we'd  float  down  the  river  in  my  little  red  canoe.  While  my  banjo  sweetly  I  would  play. 
0  I  hear  the  angels  calling,  and  I  see  my  Nelly  Gray,  Fare-  well  to  the  old  Kentucky  shore. 


^^1^     I       1^   1^   i^   1/    L^ 
D,S. — I'm  sitting  by  the  river  and  I'm  weeping  all  the  day,  For  you've  gone  from  the  old  Kentucky  shore. 
D.S. — I'm  a-coming — coming — coming,  as  the  angels  clear  the  way, Farewell  to  the  old  Kentucky  shore. 


Chorus. 


:s_^S_X-N-Mi- 


B.S. 


^^^M^^^ 


1-2.  O  my  poor  Nelly Gray,theyhave taken youaway,And I'll neverseemydarlinganymore; 
3.  0  my  darling  Nelly  Gray,  up  in  heaven  there,  they  say,  That  they'll  never  take  you  from  me  anymore ; 
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No.  59. 


Robin  Adair. 


Caroline  Keppel. 


^-# 


I  '  I  I        '^    1 


■■    /What's  this  dull  town  to  me?  Rob  -ins 
'   iWhatwas't  I  wished  to  see.  What  wished   to 


2    r  What  made  th' assembly  shine?  Rob  -  in 
'  l  What  made  the  ball    so  fine?  Rob  -   in 
f  But  now  thou' rt  cold  to   me,  Rob  -  in 
\  But  now  thou' rt  cold  to   me,  Rob 


°to      heaS  }  Where's  all  the  joy    and  mirth 

W2is' there;  }  W^at,when  the  play  was  o'er, 
A  -  dair;\Y  . 
A  -  dair;  f  ^^^ 


him    I  loved    so  well. 


That  made  this  town  a  heav'  n  on  earth?  0  they're  all  fled  with  thee,  Rob  -  in  A  -  dair. 
What  made  my  heart  so  sore?  0  it  was  part-ingwith  Rob -in  A-  dair. 
Still        in        my      heart  shall  dwell,  0      I      can  ne'er  for- get    Rob -in       A  -  dair. 
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No,  60. 


Old  Polks  at  Home. 


S.  C.  F. 


Stephen  C.  Foster. 
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up 
roun 


,    /  'Way    down 

1-  I  All 

2-  I  When 
Q   /One 
^'  tWhen 


and  down 

de       lit  - 

I      was  play 

lit  -  tie  ' 

will     I 


hut 


de      Swa  -  nee      riv  -  er, 
de    whole    ere   -    a  -  tion, 
tie     farm      I       wan-dered, 
ing    with     my    broth -er, 
a  -  mong    de     bush  -  es, 
de      bees      a  -  humming 


Far, 
Sad    - 
When 
Hap   - 
One 
All 

-(22- 


far 

ly 


at 


a  -    way, 
I      roam, 

was   young; 

was        I; 
I        love, 
de    comb? 


Dere's  wha  my  heart  is 
Still  long- ing  for  de 
Den  lua  -  ny  hap  -  py 
O  take  me  to  my 
Still  sad  -  ly  to  my 
When  will     I    hear    de 


turn  -  ing     ev  -  er,     Dere's 
old    plan  -  ta  -  tion,  And 
days      I  squandered,  Ma    - 
kind    old    moth-  er,   There 
mem  -  'ry    rush  -  es.    No 
ban  -  jo     tumming,  Down 


wha  de    old 
for    de    old 
ny    de  songs 
let    me    live 

mat  -  ter  where 
in    my   good 


folks    stay.   1 

folks  at  home,  i 

I       sung.   ) 

and      die.    I 

I       rove.  "J 

old    home?  J 


® 


P 


T>.S. — 0     darkies,  how   my  heart  grows  wea  -  ly,      Far  from   de   old  folks  at  home. 


Old  Folks  at  Home— Concluded. 


Kefrain. 


D.S. 


No.  61. 


S.  C.  F.- 

Rather  slow. 


My  Old  Kentucky  Home. 


Stephen  C.  Foster. 


■J    [The  sun  shines  brightin  the  old  Kentucky  home,    'Tis    summer,    the  darkies    are  gay; 

■  (The  young  folks  roll  on  the  Ht- tie  cab- in  floor,    All      mer-ry,    all  hap-py  and  bright; 

2    f  They  hunt  no  more  for  the  possum  and  the  coon,    On  the  meadow,  the  hill  and  the  shore; 

*  I  The  day  goes  by  like  a  shadow  o'er  the  heart.  With  sor-row  where  all  was  de  -hght; 

'  The  head  must  bow  and  the  back  will  have  to  bend,  Wher-ev  -  er     the  dark-ey  may  go; 

A    few  more  days  for  to  tote  the  weary  load,      No    mat-ter,  'twill  nev-  er    be  light; 


3. 
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The  corn-top's  ripe  and  the  meadow's  in  the  bloom.  While  the  birds  make  music  all  the  day. 

By' m-by  hard  times  comes  a-knocking  at  the  door,  Then  my  (Omi^.) 

They  sing  no  more  by  the  glimmer  of  the  moon.    On  the  bench  by  the  old    cab-  in  door. 

The  time  has  come  when  the  darkies  have  to  part,  Then  my  (Omii. ) 

A  few  more  days,  and  the  trouble  all  will  end,  In  the  field  where  the  sugar-canes  grow; 
A  few  more  days    till  we  tot- ter  on  the  road,  Then  my  (OmzV.) 

te=te=:£— .te:z:ezciE=N[=fci:tezS==ffifc=li=t=t: 
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old  Kentucky  home, good-night!    Weep  no  more,  my  la-  dy,       0  weep  no  more  to-day! 
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We  will  sing  one  song  for  the  old  Kentucky  home,  For  the  old  Kentucky  home,  far  away. 
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No.  62.    Jesus  Shall  Reign  Where'er  the  Sun. 

Isaac  Watts.  John  Hatton. 

-^-^ .1.1         l-J  rJ        >J  . .-A—\—\-r-\ \ 
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1.  Je  -  sus  shall  reign  wher-e'er    the      sun   Does   hissuc-ces-  sive  jour-neys  run; 

2.  From  north  to  south  the     princ  -  es  roeet  To     pay  their  horn-  age      at      his  feet; 

3.  To     him  shall  end  -  less  pray'r   be  made,  And     endless  prais  -  es    crown  his  head; 

4.  Let    ev-'ry    crea  -  ture   rise      and  bring  Pe  -    cul  -  iar  hon  -  ors      to   their  King; 
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His  kingdom  spread  from  shore  to     shore, Till  moons  shall  wax    and  wane  no    more. 

While  western  em  -  pires  own    their  Lord,  And    sav- age  tribes     at- tend  his    word. 

His  name  like  sweet  per  -  fume  shall  rise   With    ev-'ry  morn  -  ing   sac-  ri  -    fice. 

An-  gels  de-scendwith  songs  a   -   gain,  And   earth  re -peat     the  loud   A  -   men. 


No.  63.      God  Moves  In  a  Mysterious  Way. 


William  Cowper. 


Scotch  Psalter. 


^: 


S=S 


5   -S'^-^   -J 

L  God    moves     in        a       mys  -  te  -  rious    way     His    won-ders  to      per -form; 

2.  Deep       in      un  -  fath  -  om    -    a  -   ble   mines  Of      nev  -  er   -  fail  -  ing    skill, 

3.  Ye         fear  -  ful    saints,  fresh  cour  -  age     take;  The  clouds  ye  so   much  dread 

4.  Judge    not     the    Lord    by       fee  -  ble    sense.  But    trust  him  for     his    grace, 


^fci=S; 
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He  plants    his     foot -steps      in       the      sea.    And   rides     up   -   on     the  storm. 

He    treas  -  ures      up      his  bright    de  -  signs,  And  works    his      sovereign  will. 

Are     big    with    mer  -  cy,     and    shall  break  In       bless  -  ings      on    your  head. 

Be  -  hind      a     frown  -  ing    prov  -    i  -  dence  He     hides      a      smil  -  ing  face. 


g^ 


5  His  purposes  will  ripen  fast, 
Unfolding  every  hour: 
The  bud  may  have  a  bitter  taste, 
But  sweet  will  be  the  flower. 


Blind  unbelief  is  sure  to  err. 
And  scan  his  work  in  vain : 

Grod  is  his  own  interpreter, 
And  he  will  make  it  plain. 


No.  64.      Christ  the  Lord  is  Risen  To-day. 

Charles  Wesley.  Lyra  Davidica. 


irist  the  Lord  is  ris'n   to-day,       Hal         -         le    -    lu  -   jali!     Sons  of  men  and 


1.  Christ  the  Lord  is  ris'n   to-day 
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an  -  gels    say 


lu  -   jah!    Raise  your  joya  and    triumphs  liigh, 

-^^.    ...  J.       A-  .>^a- 

©> — t— I 1 .w L— ^ ' ^- r? — -I 


r — r 


f^^J ,,11     ,-.-4^-^--S-r-'F-^— ^33 


lu  -  jah!    Sing,yeheav'ns,and  earth  reply,  Hal 


2  Love's  redeeming  work  is  done; 
Fought  the  fight,  the  battle  won: 
Lo!  The  sun's  eclipse  is  o'er; 
Lo!  He  sets  in  blood  no  more. 

3  Vain  the  stone,  the  watch,  the  seal, 
Christ  has  burst  the  gates  of  hell: 
Death  in  vain  forbids  his  rise; 
Christ  hath  opened  Paradise. 


4  Lives  again  our  glorious  King; 
Where,  0  death,  is  now  thy  sting  ? 
Once  he  died  our  souls  to  save; 
Where's  thy  victory,  boasting  grave? 

5  Soar  we  now  where  Christ  was  led. 
Follow  our  exalted  Head; 

Made  hke  him,  like  him  we  rise; 
Ours  the  cross,  the  grave,  the  skies! 


No.  65. 

John  Fawcett. 


Blest  Be  the  Tie  that  Binds. 

Hans  G.  Naegell 


^^S^^^S 


1  Blest  be  the  tie  that  binds 

Our  hearts  in  Christian  love; 
The  fellowship  of  kindred  minds 
Is  like  to  that  above. 

2  Before  our  Father's  throne, 

We  pour  our  ardent  prayers; 
Our  fears,  our  hopes,  our  aims  are  one, 
Our  comforts  and  our  cares. 

3  We  share  our  mutual  woes. 

Our  mutual  burdens  bear; 
And  often  for  each  other  flows 
The  sympathizing  tear. 


^--^-A6-\ 
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4  When  we  asunder  part. 

It  gives  us  inward  pain; 
But  we  shall  still  be  joined  in  heart. 
And  hope  to  meet  again. 

5  This  glorious  hope  revives 

Our  courage  *by  the  way;  ^ 
While  each  in  expectation  lives, 
And  longs  to  see  the  day. 

6  From  sorrow,  toil  and  pain, 

And  sin  we  shall  be  free; 
And  perfect  love  and  friendship  reign 
Through  all  eternity. 


^mi^txMU  mA  f  ateiatw. 


66. 


Tune : — "Maryland,  My  Maryland.^'    Key  O. 

1  O  shout  the  watchword  clear  and  strong, 

"Temperance  and  Liberty." 
We  march  to  vict'ry  over  wrong, 

Temperance  and  Liberty  ; 
Come  join  togetlier  hand  in  hand. 
Inspired  by  all  that's  good  and  grand, 
And  help  to  save  our  native  land, 

Temperance  and  Liberty. 

2  We'll  watch  and  work  as  well  as  pray, 

Temperance  and  Liberty, 
For  soon  will  dawn  our  golden  day, 

Temperance  and  Liberty. 
Eternal  right  is  at  the  stake, 
Our  hands  the  chains  of  sin  must  break, 
Through  grace  divine,  and  for  his  sake. 

Temperance  and  Liberty. 

8  Our  noble  cause  the  Lord  will  bless, 
Temperance  and  Liberty, 
It  stands  for  truth  and  righteousness, 

Temperance  and  Liberty. 
With  faith  in  God  and  self  control, 
We  forward  press  to  reach  the  goal, 
Exultant  sing  with  heart  and  soul, 
Temperance  and  Liberty. 

Lizzie  DeArmond. 

W«rdf  CepTrighted,  HCMTIII,  by  Adun  Oeib«l  Muiio  Co. 


67.     <S0^  "^Xm  (^m  fativ^  f anl 

Tune: — ^^ Italian  Hymn."     Key  O. 

1  God  bless  our  native  land ; 
Firm  may  she  ever  stand 

Through  storm  and  night: 
When  the  wild  tempests  rave, 
Ruler  of  wind  and  wave. 
Do  thou  our  country  save 

By  thy  great  might. 

2  For  her  our  prayers  shall  rise 
To  God  above  the  skies  ; 

On  him  we  wait; 
Thou  who  art  ever  nigh, 
Guarding  with  watchful  eye^ 
To  thee  aloud  Ave  cry, 

God  save  the  State. 

8  To  God,— the  Father,  Son, 
And  Spirit, — Three  in  One, 

All  praise  be  given  ! 
Crown  him  in  every  song; 
To  him  your  hearts  belong; 
Let  all  his  praise  prolong, 
On  earth,  in  heaven. 


68. 


Bev.  John  8.  Dwight. 


(&viU  of  ^nimi^txmtt^ 

Tune  .-—"Boylston."    Key  O. 

1  Mourn  for  the  thousands  slain, 

The  youthful  and  the  strong; 
Mourn  for  the  wine-cup's  fearful  reign. 
And  the  deluded  throng. 

2  Mourn  for  the  lost, — but  call. 

Call  to  the  strong,  the  free  ; 
Rouse  them  to  shim  that  dreadful  fall, 
And  to  the  refuge  flee. 

8  Mourn  for  the  lost, — but  pray, 
Pray  to  our  God  above. 
To  break  the  fell  destroyer's  sway, 
•  And  show  his  saving  love. 


69.  ^ItHt  Stuim 

Tu7ie  : — Azmony     Key  A. 

1  What  ruin  hath  intemperance  wrought! 

How  widely  roll  its  waves! 
How  many  myriads  hath  it  brought 
To  fill  dishonored  graves! 

2  Stretch  forth  thy  hand,  O  God,  our  King, 

And  break  the  galling  chain  ; 

Deliverance  to  the  captive  bring, 

And  end  the  usurper's  reign, 

4  The  cause  of  temperance  is  thine  own; 
OiM-  plans  and  efforts  bless; 
We  trust,  O  Lord,  in  thee  alone 
To  crown  them  with  success. 


70.     Pa  ^m\,  §^  (*)»  ®h\)  ^uarl 

Tune: — "Lahan."    Key  C. 

1  My  soul,  be  on  thy  guard ; 

Ten  thousand  foes  arise; 
The  hosts  of  sin  are  pressing  hard 
To  draw  thee  from  the  skies. 

2  O  watch,  and  fight,  and  pray; 

The  battle  ne'er  give  o'er; 

Renew  it  boldly  every  day. 

And  help  divine  implore. 

8  Ne'er  think  the  victory  won. 
Nor  lay  thine  armor  down ; 
The  work  of  faith  will  not  be  don*, 
Till  thou  obtain  the  crown. 

4  Fight  on,  my  soul,  till  death 
Shall  bring  thee  to  thy  God  ; 
He'll  take  thee  at  thy  parting  breath. 
To  his  divine  abode. 


71. 


^0tfe  Ut  ^txii'^txmxtt. 


Tune ;— "  Work,  for  the  Night  is  Coming."    See  No.  99, 

1  Work,  for  the  cause  of  temperance. 

Work,  and  our  God  shall  bless; 
Faith  in  his  word  shall  aid  us. 

He  shall  give  success. 
Save  those  Avho  see  no  danger 

In  the  alluring  drink. 
Save,  ere  their  souls  shall  perish 

O'er  sin's  treacherous  brink. 

2  Work,  for  the  cause  of  temperanc*, 

Heeding  the  light  of  truth; 
Save  to  this  glorious  nation 

Lives  of  precious  youth. 
Till  o'er  the  land  and  ocean 

Floats  in  the  sun-kissed  air 
That  flag  which  should  mean  "Temperance" 

In  this  land  so  fair. 

8  Work,  while  the  strength  is  given 

To  overcome  the  foe, 
Let  every  hour  be  precious 

Saving  souls  from  woe. 
Then  as  the  last  ray  fadeth 

Blotting  this  world  from  sight^ 
Vict'ry  shall  crown  our  efforts 

In  the  cause  of  right. 


72.  '^m^^imnl 

Thine: — "St.  Catherine."     Key  A\f. 

1  God  of  our  fathers,  known  of  old, 
Lord  of  our  far-flimg  battle  line, 
Benesith  whose  awful  hand  we  hold 

Dominion  over  palm  and  pine — 
Lord  of  hosts,  be  with  us  yet. 
Lest  we  forget !  Lest  we  forget  I 


'^tm^txma  and  ^iximik. 


2  The  tumult  and  the  shouting  dies, 

The  captains  and  the  kingx  depart, 

Still  stands  thine  ancient  sucrifice, 

An  humble  and  a  contrite  heart, 

Liord  God  of  hosts  be  with  us  yet, 

Lest  we  forget !  Lest  we  forget ! 

8  Far  called,  our  navies  melt  away, 

On  dune  and  headland  sinks  the  fire, 
IjO,  all  our  pomp  of  yesterday, 

Is  one  with  Nineveh  and  Tyre  ! 
Judge  of  the  nations,  spare  us  yet. 
Lest  we  forget !  Lest  we  forget ! 

4  If  drunk  with  sight  of  power  we  loose 

Wild  tongues  that  have  not  thee  in  awe, 
Such  boasting  as  the  Gentiles  use, 
Or  lesser  breeds  without  the  law, 
liOrd  God  of  hosts,  be  with  us  yet, 
Lest  we  forget !  Lest  we  forget ! 

6  For  heathen  heart  that  puts  her  trust 
In  reeking  tube  and  iron  shard — 
All  valiant  dust  that  builds  on  dust, 

And  guarding  calls  not  thee  to  guard. 
For  frantic  boa^t  and  foolish  word, 
Thy  mercy  on  thy  people,  Lord  ! 

Rudyard  Kipling. 


73.      §»ttU  liymtt  0f  iixt  ^t^Mk* 

Key  a 

1  Mine  eyes  have  seen  the  glory  of  the  coming  af  the 

Lord; 
He  is  trampling  out  the  vintage,  where  the  grapes  of 

wrath  are  stored  ; 
He  hath  loosed  the  fateful  lightning  of  his  terrible 

swift  sword ; 
His  truth  is  marching  on. 

Chobus. 

Glory,  glory  hallelujah! 
Glory,  glory  hallelujah! 
Glory,  glory  hallelujah! 
His  truth  is  marching  on. 

2  I  hare  seen  him  in  the  Avatch-fires  of  a  hundred  cir- 

cling camps; 
They  have  builded  him  an  altar  in  the  evening  dews 

and  damps; 
I  can  read    his  righteous  sentence  by  the  dim  and 

flaring  lamps ; 
His  truth  is  marching  on. — Cho. 

3  He  has  sounded  forth  the  trumpet  that  shall  never 

call  retreat ; 

He  is  sifting  out  the  hearts  of  men  before  his  judg- 
ment-seat ; 

Oh,  be  swift  my  soul  to  answer  him !    be  jubilant 
my  feet ! 
Our  God  is  marching  on.— Oho. 

4  In  the  beauty  of  the  lilies,  Christ  was  born  across 

the  sea  ; 
With  a  glory  in  his  bosom,  that  transfigures  you  and 

me; 
As  he  died  to  make  men  holy,  let  us  die  to  make  men 
free, 
While  God  is  marching  on.— Cho. 

Julia  Ward  Howe. 

Tune:— "Webb.''     Bb. 

1  The  morning  light  is  breaking, 

The  darkness  disappears ; 
The  sons  of  earth  are  waking 

To  penitential  tears: 
Each  breeze  that  sweeps  the 

Brings  tidings  from  afar. 
Of  nations  in  commotion. 

Prepared  for  Zion's  war. 


75. 


2  See  heathen  nations  bending 

Before  the  God  we  love. 
And  thousand  hearts  a.'^cendinf 

In  gratitude  above  : 
While  thinners  now  confessing. 

The  gospel  call  obey, 
And  seek  the  Saviour's  blessinif, 

A  nation  in  a  day. 

3  Blest  river  of  salvation, 

Pursue  thine  onward  way; 
Flow  thou  to  every  nation. 

Nor  in  thy  richness  stay. 
Stay  not  till  all  the  lowly 

Triumphant  reach  their  home; 
Stay  not  till  all  the  holy 

Proclaim,  "The  Lord  is  come!" 

Samuel  F.  SmUh. 

(iDnw^rd,  (^Wx^imx  ^Muxfi^ 

Tune  .—''St.  Gertrude."     Key  E. 

1  Onward,  Christian  soldiers! 

Marching  as  to  war, 
With  the  cross  of  Jesus 

Going  on  before, 
Christ,  the  royal  ]M aster, 
Leads  against  the  foe; 
Forward  into  battle. 
See,  his  banners  go ! 

Refrain. 
Onward  Christian  soldieral 

Marching  as  to  vrar. 
With  the  cross  of  Jesus 
Going  on  before. 

2  Like  a  mighty  army 

Moves  the  Church  of  God, 
Brothers,  we  are  treading 

Where  the  saints  have  trod; 
We  are  not  divided, 

All  one  body  we. 
One  in  hope  and  doctrine. 

One  in  charity.— Rkf. 
8  Crowns  and  thrones  may  perish. 

Kingdoms  rise  and  wane. 
But  the  Church  of  Jesua 

Constant  will  remain; 
Gates  of  hell  can  never 

'Gainst  that  Church  prevail. 
We  have  Christ's  own  promise, 

And  that  cannot  fail. — BsF. 
4  Onward,  then,  ye  people ! 

Join  our  happy  throng, 
Blend  with  ours  your  voices 

In  the  triumph  song ; 
Glory,  laud  and  honor 

Unto  Christ  the  King, 
This  through  countless  ages 

Men  and  angels  sing.— Ref. 

Sabine  Baring-Qovld. 


76.      I«  tite  (^xm  of  ^M^i  I  mox^ 

Key  C. 

1  In  the  cross  of  Christ  I  glory, 

Tow'ring  o'er  the  wrecks  of  time; 
All  the  light  of  sacred  story 
Gathers  round  its  head  sublime. 

2  When  the  woes  of  life  o'ertake  me, 

Hopes  deceive,  and  fears  annoy, 
Never  shall  the  cross  forsake  me; 
Lo !  it  glows  with  peace  and  joy, 

8  When  the  sun  of  bliss  is  beaming 
Light  and  love  upon  my  way, 
From  the  cross  the  radiance  streamings 
Adds  more  lustre  to  the  day. 

4  Bane  and  blessing,  pain  and  pleasure. 
By  the  cross  are  sanctified  ; 
Peace  is  there  that  knows  no  measure, 
Joys  that  through  all  time  abide. 

Sir  J.  Bowring, 
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Fbancis  Scott  Kiey, 

Maestoso. 
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^    f  0 1       sav,  can  you  see,  by  the  dawn's  early  light,  What  so  proudly  we  hailed  at  the  twilight's  last  gleaming?  1 
*  1  Whose  broad  stripes  and  bright  stars  thro' the  perilous  fight,  O'er  the  ramparts  we  watch'd  were  so  gallantly  streaming?  / 
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And  the  rocket' s  red  glare,  the  bombs  bursting  in  air,    Gave  proof  thro'  the  night  that  onr  flag  was  still  there; 
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'  Tis  the  star-spangled  banner,  0 1  long  may  it  wave  O'  er  the  land  of  the  free  and  the  home  of  the  bravel 
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2  On  the  shore,  dimly  seen  thro'  the  mists  of  the  deep, 
Where  the  foes'  haughty  host  in  dread  silence  reposes, 

What  is  that  which  the  breeze, o'er  the  towering  steep 
As  it  fitfully  blows,  half  conceals,  half  discloses  ? 

Now  it  catches  the  gleam  of  the  morning's  first  beam. 
In  full  glory  reflected,  now  shines  on  the  stream; 


3  O  thus  be  it  ever  when  freemen  shall  stand 
Between  their  loved  homes  and  war's  desolation; 

Blest  with  vict'ry  and  peace,  may  the  heaF'n-rescned  land 
Praise  the  po w'  r  that  has  made  and  preserred  ns  a  nation, 

Then  conq[uer  we  must,  when  our  cause  it  is  just, 
And  this  be  our  motto,  "In  God  is  our  trust.'' 
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SAMUEii  F.  Smith. 
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1.  My  coun- try! 'Tis    of  thee,  Sweet  land  of  lib  -  er- ty,    Of  thee    I     sing:  Land  where  my 

2.  My    na-tive  country, thee — Land  of    the  no-ble,free — Thy  name  I    love;  I       love  thy 

3.  Let    mu-  sic  swell  the  breeze.  And  ring  from  all  the  trees.  Sweet  freedom' s  song;  Let  mor-  tal 

4.  Our    father's  God,  to  thee,  Au-thor  of    lib-  er- ty,    To   thee   we    sing:  tiongmayonr 
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fa-thers  died  I  Land  of  the  pilgrim's  pridel  From  ev-Tj  mountain  side  Let  freedom  ringl 
rocks  and  rill3,Thy  woods  and  templed  hills:  My  heart  with  rapture  thrills  Like  that  a  -  bove. 
tongues  awake,  Let  all  that  breathe  partake;  Let  rocks  their  silence  break — The  sound  prolong, 
land  be  bright,  With  freedom's  holy  light;  Pro-tect   us     by  thy  might,  Great  God,  our  Kingl 
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With  spirit  and  enthusiasm. 
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1.  Kaise  the  stars  and  the  stripes  of  our  na  -  tion.  The  flag  that  we  all   love   so     well 

2.  Baise  the  flagi  'Tis  the  standard  we  cher-  ish,  Pro-  tect  it,  nor  reckon  the  cost;.. 
8.  Raise  the  flagl  Tho'  'tis  shattered  and  gor-y,  It  tells  how  our  boys  fought  and  bled; 
4.  Eaise  the  flag  of  your  loy-  al     de  -  vo  -  tionl  On  high   let  the  emblem   be     flung; 
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is    the  sign     of    our  deep     a  -  dor  -    a  -  tion,  Our  faith 
Let    it  wave,  tho'  the  last  man  shall  per  -  ish;  From  view 
Of   their  val  -  or      it  sings     a  sweet    sto  -  ry,    Its     sons 
Floating  proudly  from   o  -  cean     to       o  -  cean,  Its     prais  - 
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it  for-  ev  -  er  shall  tell, 
let  it  nev  -  er  be  lost, 
on  to  vie -fry  has  led. 
es  thro'    a  -  ges    be  sung. 
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Then  give  three  cheers  for  "Old  glo   -    ry,"  And     proudly     let      it 
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The  stars    and  the  stripes  of  **01d     Glo    -    ry,"  Eaise  high  o'er  the  free    and   brave. 
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No.  80.       Stand  Up,  Stand  Up  for  Jesus. 


Georgb  Duffielo. 
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for    Je  -  sus,  Ye    sol-diers  of    the  cross;      Lift  high  hi 
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1.  Stand  up,  stand  up  for 

2.  Stand  up,  stand  up  for  Je  -  sus.  The  trumpet  call    o  -  bey, 

3.  Stand  up,  stand  up  for  Je  -  sus,  Stand  in  his*  strength  a-lone; 

4.  Stand  up,  stand  up   for  Je  -  sus.  The  strife  will  not  be    long; 


4.  Dtana  up,  stana up   lor    j e  -  sus,  ine  stn 
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The  arm  of  flesh  mil 
This  day  the  noise  of 
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ban  -  ner.  It    must  not    suf-fer    loss:      From  vie- t'ry    un  -  to       vie  -  fry    His 

con  -  flict.  In    this    his    glo-rious  day;   *Te      that  are  men  now  serve   him"  A  - 

fail      you.  Ye   dare  not  trust  your  own;     Put     on    the  gos  -  pel      arm  -  or.    Each 

bat  -    tie.  The  next,  the  vie -tor's  song:    To      him  that    o  -  ver  -  com  -  eth,  A    ^ 
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arm  -  y  shall  he  lead.    Till    ev-'ry  foe  is  vanquish'd,And  Christ  w  Lord  in  -  deed, 
gainst  unnumbered  foes;  Let    courage  rise  with  dan-  ger,  And  strength  to  strength  oppose. 
piece  put  on  with  pray'r;  Where  du-ty  calls  or    dan-  ger,  Be      nev  -  er  want-ing    there, 
crown  of  life  shall  be;      He  with  the  King  of  glo  -  ry  Shall  reign  e  -  ter-nal  -  ly. 
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Chorus.  Harmony. 
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Stand    up  for      Je  -  sub,       Ye      sol  •  diers     of     the 
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high  his    roy  -  al      ban  -    ner.    It    must  not,       it   most    not     suf  -  fer      loss. 
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Cbpyriffht,  MOMI,  by  Geibel  A  LehniAn.    AMisaed  MOMYI,  to  AOmb  Qtlbol  Miifi«  Ctei 


County  Song  of  Lancaster. 


Cora  M.  Knapp. 


Urban  H.  Hershey,  Mus.  Bac. 


1.  From  voices  old  and  young,  Send  out  the  joy-ful  song  That  sounds  the  praise  of  Lancaster 

2.  Her  streams  dcHght  the  eye,  Her  woodlands  wave  on  high,The  fertile  valleys  '  twixt  her  hills 

3.  Renowned  throughout  our  land,  Her  names  illustrious  stand, The  champions  of  the  rights  of  men, 
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In  chorus  loud  and  long.  In  north, south,  east  or  west,  Where'er  may  be  your  quest,  You 
A  -  bundant  wealth  supply.  A  leader  great  and  grand.  With  wealth  at  hercommand, The 
A     valiant,  chosen  band.  Then,  too,  a    no- ble  train,  Of  cunning  hand  and  brain,  Give 
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Then  sing! 
Chorus.-^  Then  sing! 


Then  sing! 
Then  sing! 


find  the  county  Lan  -  caster  Of  counties  still  the  best.  )  mi  •  i  Then  nnff' 
products  of  her  in -dustry  Are  known  o'er  sea  and  land.  ^Thensinil  Thensing! 
sto  -  ry  un-to   Lan -caster  Which ev-er  shall remam.  J  *  =■ 
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In  voic-es     free 
Our  country  , i_ 
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Glad  notes  in  voic'es  free  For  Lancast-  er  upraise,  For  Lancast  -  er  upraise.  | 
Our  county  fair  and  {^Omit^ ] 
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Let  all unite  to  praise,  Let  all  .    .    .      unite,  let  all  u-nite  to  praise. 
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•  The  upper  ( small )  notes  may  be  taken  by  selected  soprano  and  tenor  voices. 


